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PREFACE. 


WravevEs: other excellence may be wanting in the king 
| Poems, they are, with only nine exceptions out of the hundred, 
| ſtrictly Sonnets. | Thoſe: nine vary only from the rules of the 
f legitimate Sonnet in that they rhime three, inſtead of four times 
| in the ut part. The pauſe is in zhem, as in the reft, variouſly 

placed through the courſe of the verſes ; and thus they bear no 
: more reſemblance than their aſſociates, to thoſe minute Elegies of 


twelve alternate rhimes, cloſing with A couplet, which aſſume the = 
name of Sonnet, without any other reſemblance to that order of 
Verſe, except their limitation to fourteen lines. I never found the 
quadruple rhimes i injurious to the general expreſſion of the ſenſe, 
but in the excepted inſtances. When it is conſidered how few 
they are in ſo large a number, I flatter myſelf the idea will vaniſh 
(that our: * is not e of . 8 to the rad 


From the Supplement to the Gentleman's Magazine for 1786, 
I ſhall inſert Mr. White's definition of the nature and perfection 


4 
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e 95 
of this ſpecies of V erſe, becauſe * think it explain them with 


juſtneſs and preciſion. ; 
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by Little Elegies, conſiſting of four ſtanzas and a couplet, are 


no more Sonnets than they are Epic Poems. The Sonnet is of 


A ABT "1 1 


3 particular and arbitrary conſtruction ; it partakes of the na- 


times, and the order in which thoſe rhimes ſhould fall is de- 


or may not, at pleaſure, cloſe with a couplet. 
*% - | : 


ends with a couplet, but the ſingle inſtance is a ſufficient pre- 


3 0 concluding lines rhime to each other, 9m often e 


* ture of Blank Verſe, by the lines running into each other at 


8 proper intervals. Each line of the firſt eight, rhimes four 


ciſive. For the enſuing ſix there is more licence; they may, 


n 


Of Milton's Engliſh Sonnets, only that to Oliver Cromwell 


„ cedent; however, in three out of his five Italian ones, the N 


vs The ſtyle of the Sonnet ſhould be nervous > and; where the 
fubject will with propriety bear elevation, 5 ſublime 50 With 
«« which, ſimplicity! of language is by no means incompatible. | 
If the ſubject is familiar and' domeſtic, the ſtyle! ſhould, | 
"» 8 though affQtionate, be nervous ; though plain, be energetic. ; 
fe 5 The great models of perfection, for the ſublime and domeſtic | 
* 7 x Sonnet, are thoſe of Milton“ 35 To rhe Soldier to ſpare: his 
i Dee and 10 To Mr. Laurence," F 1 
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off The Sonnet is certainly the Woll difficult Ypecied of 'poetic 
*« compoſition ; /: but difficulty, well "ſubdued, is excellence. 
„Mrs. Smith ſays ſhe has been told that the regular __ 


« ſuits not the nature or genius of our language. Surely this 


cc: aſſertion cannot be demonſtrated, and therefore was not worth 
Ho if nt. ] nalioiynoefulitib oy 2 nom] 1030 
8 attention. 8 . on ; | 
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out of Eight Engliſh Sonnets, 1 written n by Milton, four 


ET ES 5 


«are bat” The reſt, though. they are not free from pron 2 


2860 * 


4; 7 * 


1 


10 bardneſſes. have ap pathos and greatneſs | in their ſimplicity, 


i 
«+ * 


8 ſufficient to endear the legitimate Sonnet to every Reader of juſt 
6c taſte, 'T hey poſſeſs a character Nie. grace, which can never 


© 1 


wh belong to three clegiac ſtanzas, cloſing with a couplet.” 


1 a pleaſure in quoting the preceding Diſſertation on the 
Se conſcious that chere is no order of Verſe, upon which 


ſo much erroneous opinion has gone forth, and of whoſe beauties 


the merely common Reader is ſo inſenſible. But when the Au- 
thor of this Juſt Treatiſe ſays of the aſſertion, that the legitimate 
Sonnet ſuits not our. language, $5.50 truth cannot be demon- 
2 trated, he ſhould perhaps rather have obſerved, that its fal- 
lacy is proved by the great number of beautiful legitimate Sonnets, 
which adorn our National Poetry, not only * . but by | 


many of © our modern Poets. 
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ay 


EM 9- 8 
Of che four of Milton's, juſtly diſapproved by Mr. White, 
ONE n a nn written in 28 It begins, 1 


" * 
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66 «A book was writ of late, call'd Tetrachordon.” 


Doctor N has the difingenuouſneſs, in oo Folio Dios | 


tionary, u under the word SONNET, to cite that Sonnet 4 full 


length, as a ſpecimen of Milton” $ ſtyle in this kind of Poetry. 
Johnſon diſliked Sonnets, and he equally diſliked, Blank Verſe, ö 
and Odes. It is in vain to combat the Prejudice of ſplenetic 
averſion. The Sonnet is an highly valuable ſpecies of Verſe; 

the beſt vehicle for a ſin gle detached thought, an elevated, or a 
tender ſentiment, and for a ſuccinct deſcription. The compoſi- : 


tions of that order now Lalore the Reader, enſued from time to 


time, as various circumſtances impreſſed the heart, or the ima agi- 


nation of their Author, and as the aweful, or lovely ſcenes of 
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Nature, arreſted, or allured her e 
5 I 


Wy ö 
= JUSE 


- *>, ® "7 , 
. Nee , 


1. 

If 
TH 
8 
9 

— 
4 

W 


TO MISS SEWARD, 


ON READING HER CENTENARY OF SONNETS. 


Dear are the forceful energies of Song, 
For they do ſwell the ſpring-tide of the heart 
With roſier currents, and impel along | 
The life-blood freely :=O ! they can impart 

Raptures ne'er dreamt of by the ſordid throng 
Who barter human feeling at the mart 
Of pamper'd ſelfiſhneſs, and thus do wrong 
Imperial Nature of her prime deſert. — 

SEWARD | thy trains, beyond the criticiſe 
Which may to arduous {kill its meed aſſign, 
Can the pure ſympathies of ſpirit raiſe 

Io bright Imagination s throne 3 

And proudly triumph, with a generous "OY 

Oer all he. flat realities of life.” 


_ High Street, Marybone, 2 $f Wag 2:1 T. PARK. 
Feb. 1, 1799. N 1 e | 
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VERSES 
BV THE REV, H. F. CAREY, 


ON READING THE FOLLOWING PARAPHRASES, 


Hear, honor'd Flaccus, from the vocal ſhades 
Where with gay Prior, and thy * Teian Peer 
Thou wandereſt thro' the amaranthine glades 1 
While ſocial joys the devious walk endear ! 


Or whether in the bright Elyſian bowers, 
Where the tall vine its laviſh mantle ſpreads, 
Thou crown'ſt the goblet with unfading flowers, 
Sooth'd by the murmuring ſtream, that labors thro? the meads, 


Hear, happy Bard !—to ihe thy ſilent Iyre 
Our Britiſh Muſe, our charming Seward, deigns |=» * 
With more harmonious tones, more ſportive fire 


8 be her hand ariſe the potent ſtrains. | 


Then, as thou hear ſt * ſ weet Enthuſiaſt, own 


Thy fancy s various florets look d 1 gay 
When kiſs'd by bright Italia? 8 ardent ſun, 95 85 
Than now their . expand 1 in Albion 8 milder yl. : 


a * 


* Anaer reon. 


H. F. CAREY. 
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SONNET I. 


7 W HEN Life's realities the Soul perceives / 
Vain, dull, perchance corroſive, if ſhe glows 
With riſing energy, and open throvss 
5 The golden gates of Genius, ſhe achieves | Me 
: His fairy clime delighted, and receives h blis err 
In thoſe gay paths, deck d with the thotnleſs 8 
Bleſt compenſation. Lo! with alter d brows. 
Lours the falſe World, and the fine Spirit grieves; 
No more young Hope tints with her light and bloom 
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The darkening Scene. Then to ourſelves we ſay, 

Come, bright IMAGINATION, come l relume 8 
Thy orient lamp; with recompenſing ray 

Shine on the Mind, and pierce its ebene _ 

With all the fires of intellectual Day! y! 


\ 2 8 2 


8641 
| SONNET II. | 
The Future, and its gifts, alone we prize; 


Few joys the Preſent brings, and thoſe alttoy*dp ?; 
Th” expected fulneſs leaves am aching void 
But Ho E ſtands by, and lifts her ſunny oyes| 01 
That gild the days to come. She ſtill relies ett Fin E 211 
The Phantom HArrINHGS nat thus thalt glide 
Always from liſe.— Alas yet ill betide taqoo fold 
Auſtere Experience, when | ſhe caldly trie: 2 (150.4 
In diſtant roſes to diſcern the thorn I oll 2X07 Mott of 


Fl . 
* © 3 q ”. 


. 


Ah! is it wiſe to anticipate aur pain 
Arriv'd, it then is foon enough to mau rn 


c- 


Nor call the dear Conſoler falſe and van, 


3 


When yet again, ſhining through apriltears,' > 51/1 
Thoſe fair enlight'ning eyes beam on advancing' Years,” | 
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SONNET III. 


WRITTEN AT BUXTON IN A RAINY SEASON. 


From theſe wild heights, where oft the miſts deſcend 


In rains, that ſhroud the ſun, and chill the gale, 
Each tranſient, gleaming interval we hail, | 
And rove the naked vallies, and extend 
Our gaze around, where yon vaſt mountains blend 
With billowy clouds, chat oer their ſummits fall; 
Pondering, how little Nature's charms befriend . 
The barren ſcene, monatonous, and pale. TI. 


Yet ſolemn when the darkening ſhadowy fleet 
| Succeſſive der the wide and filent hills 


Gilded by watry ſun-beams, then we meet 


Peculiar pomp of viſion. Faney thrills, 


And owns there is no-ſcene ſo rude and bare, 
But Nature ſheds or grace or grandeur there. 


4 


dit — — 


10 
HONORA SNEYD#, 


WHOSE. HEALTH WAS ALWAYS BEST IN WINTER. 


And now the youthful, gay, capricious Spring, 
Piercing her ſhowery clouds with cryſtal light, 
And with their hues reflected ſtreaking bright 


Her radiant bow, bids all her Warblers ſing ; 


The Lark, ſhrill caroling on ſoaring wing ; 
The lonely Thruſh, in brake, with bloſſoms white, 
That tunes his pipe ſo loud ; while, from the ſight 


Coy bending their dropt heads, young Cow(ſlips me 


Rich perfume o'er the fields.—lt is the prime 


Of Hours that Beauty robes yet all they we 


Cc heer, and delight in this their fragrant time, 
For thy dear ſake, to me leſs pleaſure yield 


> Than, veil'd in fleet, and rain, and 5 rime, 


Dim Winter's naked hedge and plaſhy field. 


„ Afterwards Mrs. Edgeworth. 


Mey 1770. 
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SONNET V. 
| TO A 


WHO THINKS. SENSIBILITY A MISFORTUNE . | 


Ah, thankleſs ! c thou envy him who "me! 
The Stoic's cold and indurate repoſe ?., 
Thou! with thy lively. ſenſe of bliſs 8 AER — 
From a falſe balance of life's joys and pains 
Thou deem'ſt him happy. —Plac'd mid fair domains, ö 
Where full the river down the valley flows, 
As wiſely might?ſt thou wiſh thy home had roſe 
On the parch'd ſurface of unwater'd 24 wet bs 
For that, when long the heavy rain deſcends, 


Burſts over guardian banks their whelming tide 3 iT 


Seldom the wild and. waſteful Flood extends, 15 
But, f. preadin g plenty, verdure, beauty wide, 

The cool tranſlucent Stream perpetual bends, 

And. laughs the Vale as the bright waters glide. 
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SONNET VI. 
WRITTEN AT LICHFIELD, 
IN AN FASTERN APARTMENT OF THE BISHOP's PALACE, 


nien comMunns x Vitw or srow Varttr. 


In this chill morning of a wintry Spring 
I look into the gloom'd and rainy vale; 
The fullen clouds, the ſtormy winds aſſall. 17 
Lour on the fields, and with impetuous Wing 
Diſturb the lake: but Love and Memory eling 190 


To their known ſcene, in this cold influence pale; 
Yet prix d, as when it bloom'd in Sumter's gale, 


Ting'd by his ſetting ſun. When Sorrows: Aing, 
Or ſlow Diſeaſe; thus, oer ſome beautebus Form | 
Their ſhadowy languors, Form, devoutly dear 
As thine to me, Hoxor a, with more warm 

And anxious gaze the eyes of Love ſincere 
Bend on the charms, dim in their tintleſs ow, 


Than when with health's vermilion hues they glow. 


SONNET VII. 


By Derwent's rapid ſtream as oft I ſtray'd, 
With Infancy's light ſtep and glances wild, 
And faw vaſt rocks, on ſteepy mountains pil'd, 


Frown o'er th umbrageous glen ; or pleas'd ſurvey'd 


The cloudy moonſhine in the ſhadowy _ . 
Romantic Nature to th' enthuſiaſt Child 
Grew dearer far than when ſerene ſhe mil d. 
In uncontraſted lovelineſs array d. 

But O! in every Scene, with ſacred ſway, 
Her graces fire me; from the bloom that ſpreads 
Reſplendent in the lucid morn of May, 

To the green li ght the little Glow-worm ſheds 
On moſſy banks, when midnight glooms prevail, 
And ſofteſt Silence broods o'er all the dale. 


eo — Aer nn oe 


SONNET VIII. 


uin . 


353: Q 2 99111 5 4 7 
Short is the time the oldeſ Being 3 Sromdal / 


Nor has Longevity one hour to OY 261 figs wet nA 
Life's duties are proportion'd to the haſte 
With which it fleets away : each e 500 at'T 
Its taſk, that if neglected, ſurely gives acre 
The morrow double toil.— Ve, who 4 1 d 
In idle ſport the days that fled ſo faſt, 
Days, that nor Grief recalls, nor Care retrieues. 
At length be wiſe, and think, that of the PRE 2-575 I 
Remaining in that vital period given, 1,1) 497 
How ſhort the date, and at the proſpect ſtart, 
Ere to the extremeſt verge your ſteps be driv'n ! om 0 


—— 


Nor let a moment unimprov'd depart, Aer A 
But view it as the /azeſ/t truſt of Heav'n ! 


*. 
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amet IX. Eats 


Seek not, my Leſbia, the e ſequeſter d dale, 
Or bear thou to its uad a tranquil heart; | 
Since rankles moſt in ſalitude the mart AtonoH 
Of injur'd:charms'idd talents; when they füll! 
To meet their due regard nor e en prevail r gH mond 
Where moſt they-with to pleaſe L Vet. Wks part 
Is large in-Late's:chiet-bleflings,: why _—_—} 2 
Sullen the world ?—Alas | how many wail 
Dire loſs of the beſt comforts Heaven can 20 noi ..- 
While they the bitter tear in ſceret pur,, 
| Smote by the death of Friends, Diſeaſe, or Want. 
Sligbt wrongs if thy ſelf- valuing ſoul deplore. 
Thou but reſembleſt, in thy lonely haunt, jour l 


Narciſſus d on the W b vol yd2 mori 
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SONNET X. 
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| Honor a, ſhou'd' that cruel time arrive {14 
| When *gainſt my truth thou ſhould'ſt my errors poize, 
Scorning remembrance of 'our-vaniſh'd joy: 1 
1 : When for the love-warm looks, in which I live, 
| | But cold reſpect muſt greet me, that ſhall 9155 111 
| No tender glance, no kind regretful ſighs ; 
When thou ſhalt paſs me with averted eyes, 
Feigning thou ſee'ſt me not, to ſting, ' and grieve, 
And ficken my ſad heart, I cou'd not bear 
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Such dire eclipſe of thy ſoul-cheering rays ; . 
1 1 cou'd not learn'my ſtruggling heart to teer 
j From thy lov'd form, that thro* my memory ftrays ;  - 
| Nor in the pale horizon of Deſpair 
| Endure the wintry and the darken'd days. 


( 13 ) 


SONNET XI. 


How ſweet to rove, from ſummer "RY WES veil'd, 
In gloomy dingles ; or to trace the tide 
Of wandering brooks, their pebbly beds that chide 3 
To feel the weſt-wind cool refreſhment yield, 
That comes ſoft creeping o'er the flowery field, 
And ſhadow'd waters; in whoſe buſhy fide 
The Mountain-Bees their fragrant treaſure hide 
Murmuring ; and ſings the lonely Thruſh conceal'd — 
Then, Ceremony, in thy gilded halls 
Where forc'd and frivolous the themes ariſe, 
With bow and ſmile unmeaning, O 1! how palls 
At thee, and thine, my ſenſe !—how oft it ſighs 
For leiſure, wood-lanes, dells, and water-falls ; 
And feels th' untemper'd heat of ſultry ſkies ! | 


. 


SOoNNET XII. 


Chill'd by unkind Honora's alter d eye. 
Why droops my heart with fruitleſs woes forlorn,” 
Thankleſs for much of good „hat thouſands, born 
To ceaſeleſs toil beneath this wintry iky, | | 

Or to brave deathful Oceans ſurging high, 

Or fell Diſcaſe's fever'd rage to mourn, beet 

How bleſt to them wou'd ſeem my deftiny.1/ ! 
How dear the comforts my raſh forrows ſcorn |! 

Affection is repaid by cauſeleſs hate! 5 

A plighted love is chang'd to cold diſdain 1 | 
DI Yet ſuffer not thy wrongs to ſhroud thy Eats, os VE; 

But tun my Soul, to bleſſings which remain; A 
And let this truth the wiſe reſolve create, bad] 
Tang HEART ESTRANGED NO ANGUISE CAN REGAIN. 


| July 1773. 
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SONNET XIII. 


Thou child of NI GH, and 81 LN CE, balmy SEE. 
Shed thy ſoft poppies on my aching brow 1 
And charm to reſt the thoughts of whence, or how 
Vaniſh*d that priz d AFFECTION, wont to keep 

Each grief of mine from cankling into woe. 

Then ſtern Misfortune from her bended bow 
Loos'd the dire ſtrings and Care, and anxious Dread 
From my cheer d heart, on ſullen pinion, fled. 

But naw, the ſpell diſſab d, th' Enchantreſs gone 

Ceaſeleſs thoſe cruel Fiends infeſt my dag... 
And ſunny hours but light them to their prey. > 

Then welcome Midnight ſhades, when thy wiſh*d boon. 
May in oblivious dews my eye-lids ſteep, | - 

Trov CRHIID or Nis r, AND SILENCE, BALMY:SLEEP |! 


* 


Fuly 1773. 
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SONNET XIV. 


InGRATITUDE, how deadly is thy ſmart 
Proceeding from the Form we fondly love 
How light, compared, all other ſorrows prove 1 
Tuo ſhed'ſt a Night of Woe, from whence depart 
The gentle beams of Patience, that the heart 
Mid /efer ills, illume.—Thy Victims rove 
Unquiet as the Ghoſt that haunts the Grove 8 
Where MuRDER ſpilt the life-blood.—0O ! thy dart 
Kills more than Life, een all that makes Life dear; 2 
3 Till we * the ſenſible of pain wou'd change F 
For Phrenzy, that defies the bitter tear ; 
Or wiſh, in kindred callouſneſs, 10 range 
Where moon- ey d Ip iocv. with fallen lip, 
Drags the looſe knee, and intermitting ſtep. 


July 1773. 
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SONNET XV: | 
Þ 
WRITTEN ON RISING GROUND NEAR LICHFIELD, 


The evening ſhines in May's luxuriant pride, . | 3 _ 
And all the ſunny hills at diftance glow, 2211610 0 
And all the brooks, that thro? the valley flow, | 
Seem liquid gold.—O ! had my fate detiied 
Leiſure, and power t6 taſte the-ſweets that glide 
Thro* waken'd minds, as the ſoft ſeaſons go 
On their ſtill varying progreſs, for the woe 
My heart has felt, what balm had been fupplied? 
But where great Nature ſmiles, as Bere ſhe ſmiles, 
Mid verdant vales, and gently ſwelling hills, 
And glaſſy lakes, and mazy, murmuring rills, 
And narrow woed-wild lanes, her ſpell beguiles 
Th' impatient ſighs of Grief, and reconciles | 
Poetic Minds to Life, with all her ills. 
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SONNET XVI. 


TRANSLATED FROM BOILEAU. 


Apollo, at his crowded altars, tir'd 
Of Votaries, who for trite ideas ben 
Into looſe verſe, aſſume, in lofty tone, 


The Poet's name, untaught, and uninſpir'd, 


Indignant ſtruck the LYRE Straight it acquir d 


New powers, and complicate. Then firſt was known 
The rigorous Sonnet, to be fram'd alone A 
By duteous Bards, or by juſt mme admir'd.— 
Go, energetic SONNET, go, he cried, 
And be the teſt of {kill For PHE 155 18 PIN 
Regardleſs of thy rules, their deſtin'd guide, 
Yet take thy name, ah! let the boaſters know 
That with ſtrict ſway my Jealous laws preſide, 121 


While I no wreaths on rebel verſe beſtow. 
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SONNET ate . 


Ah! why have I indulg'd r my dazzled acht 


= With ſcenes in Hope 8 deluſtve mirror ſhown? 


| Scenes, that too ſeldom human Life has known 
In kind accompliſhment z—but O! how bright 
The. rays; that gilded them with varied light 
=_ Alternate | oft ſwift flaſhing-on the bon 
5 That might at FA xR's immortal ſhrine be won ; 
Then ſhining ſoft on tender Love's delight. | 
Now, with ſtern hand, FaTE draws the ſable veil. 
O'er the frail glaſs I Hop E, as ſhe turns away, 
7 The darken'd cryſtal drops,- 
Rain-pouring clouds quench all the darts of day; 


Heavy and pale, 
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Low mourns'the wind along the gloomy e Y 
And tolls the Death-bell i in the 1 gale. 
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SONNET XVIII. 


AN EVENING IN NOVEMBER, 


WHICH HAD BEEN STORMY, GRADUALLY CLEARING UP, 
IN A MOUNTAINOUS COUNTRY. 


Ceas'd is the rain; but heavy VEN yet fall 
From the drench'd roof yet murmurs the'funk wind 
Round the dim hills; can yet a paſſage find 
Whiſtling thro? yon cleft rock, and ruin'd wall. 

The ſwoln and angry torrents heard, appal, 

Tho? diſtant. A few ſtars, emerging kind, 
Shed their green, trembling beams. With luftre ſmall, 
The moon, her ſwiftly-paſſing clouds behind, 

Glides o'er that ſhaded hill.—Now blaſts: remove. 
The ſhadowing elouds, and on the mountain's brow; N 
Full-orb'd, ſhe ſhines .—Half ſunk within its cove | 8 

Heaves the lone boat, with gulphing ſound ; — and lo! : 
Bright rolls the ſettling lake, and brimming rove 


The vale's blue rills, and glitter as they flow. 


SONNET XIX. 


10 


Farewell, falſe Friend !—our ſcenes of kindneſs cloſe ! 
To cordial-looks, to funny ſmiles farewell! | 5 
To ſweet conſolings, that can grief expel, 
And every joy foft ſympathy beſtows ! 
For alter d looks, where truth no longer glows, 
Thou haſt prepar'd my heart —andd ĩt was well 
To bid thy pen th? unlook'd for ſtory tell, 
Falſchood avow'd, that ſhame; nor forrow hohe. — 

O! when we meet. to meet we re deftin'd, * 
To avoid it as thou may ſt) on either 5 
Nor in the ſtealing conſciouſneſs of eye, 

Be ſeen the ſlighteſt trace of what, or how 
We once were to each other; ;—nor one ſigh 
Flatter with weak regret” a broken vow * 
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SONNET XX. 


ON READING A DESCRIPTION OF POPE's GARDENS 
AT TWICKENHAM. 


Ah! might I range each hallow'd bower and glade 
Muſzus cultur'd, many a raptur'd ſigh 
Wou'd that dear, local conſciouſneſs ſi upply 
Beneath his willow, in the grotto's ſhade, 

Whoſe roof his hand with ores and ſhells inlaid. 
How ſweet to watch, with reverential eye, 
Thro' the ſparr'd arch, the ſtreams he oft ſurvey'd, 
Thine, blue Thameſis, gently wandering by !- 


This is the Po T's triumph, and it towers 


Ober Life's pale ills, his conſciouſneſs of powers 
That lift his memory from Oblivion's gloom, 
Secure a train of theſe heart-thrilling hours 
By his idea deck'd in rapture's bloom, 


For Spirits rightly touch'd, thro? ages yet to come, 
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SONNET XXI. 


Proud of our lyric Galaxy, I hear 
Of faded Genius with ſupreme diſdain ; 
As when we ſce the Miſer bend inſane 
Ober his full coffers, and in accents drear 
Deplore imagin'd want ;—and thus appear 
To me thoſe moody Cenſors, who complain, 
As * Shaftſbury plain'd in a now boaſted reign, 
That © Pos v had left our darken'd ſphere.” 
Whence may the preſent ſtupid dream be traced 
That now ſhe ſhines not as in days foregone? 
Perchance neglected, often thine in waſte 
Her LIGHTS, from number into confluence run,, 
More than when 7hinly in th? horizon placed 
Each Orb ſhone ſeparate, and appear'd. a Sun. 


* Of the Poets, who were cotemporary with Lord Shaftſbury, Dryden, Cowley, 
Pope, Prior, Congreve, Gay, Addiſon, &e. in the Period which this Age ſtyles 
AUGUSTAN, his Lordſhip ſpeaks with ſovereign ſcorn. In his Characteriſtics he, 


without making any exception, labors to prove, that the compoſitions of Dryden are 


uniformly contemptible. See his advice to an Author in the ſecond Volume of 


the Characteriſtics, and alſo. his miſcellaneous. reflections in the third Volume; 
* If,“ ſays he to the authors, your Poets are ſtill to be Mr. Bayſes, and your 
% proſe writers Sir Rogers, without offering at a better manner, muſt it follow 
that the manner is good, and the wit genuine?“ : 


Thus it is that the Fwy People of literary fame often feel of each other pro— 


( a ) 


SONNET XXII. 


SUBJECT CONTINUED. 


You, whoſe dull ſpirits feel not the fine glow 
Enthuſiaſm breathes, no more of light 
Perceive ye in rapt Pos, tho” bright 
In Fancy s richeſt colouring, than can flow 
From jewel'd treaſures in the central night 


Of their deep caves.— Vou have no Sun to ſhow 
Their inborn radiance pure.— Go, Snarlers, go; 
Nor your defects of feeling, and of ſight, 
To charge upon the Po thus preſume, | 
Ye lightleſs minds, whate'er of title proud, 
Scholar, or Sage, or Critic, ye aſſume, 
Arraigning his high claims with cenſure loud, 
Or ſickly. ſcorn ; yours, yours is all the cloud, 
Gems cannot ſparkle in the midnight Gloom, 
duces the foohſh, and impolitie defire of deerying the general pretenſions of tlie 
Age to Genius. Their narrow ſelfiſhneſs. leads them to betray the common cauſe, 
which it is their rue intereſt to ſupport. They perſuade the credulous Many, with 
whom envy of ſuperior talents increaſes their willingneſs to deſpiſe, that Imagina- 
tion is become enervated ; deſigning, however, to have it underſtood, that in their 
individual inſtance exiſts the ſole exception, 


For they wou'd each beſtride the Narrow world 
5 Like a e. . | 
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SONNET XXIII. ; 

MISS E. 8. | 

Do I not tell thee ſurly Winter's flown, KEW - f 
{Lt | 


That the brook's verge is green ;—and bid thee hear, 
In yon irriguous vale, the Blackbird clear, 
At meaſur'd intervals, with mellow tone, 


Oo nt, 4-409, 1th oo RS 4 


C hoiring * the hours of prime? and call thine ear 


| To the gay viol dinning in the dale, 1 
With tabor loud, and bag-pipe's ruſtic drone 1 | 
To merry Shearer's dance; or jeſt retail | 

From feſtal board, from choral roofs the ſong; * 

And ſpeak of Maſque, or Pageant, to beguile 
The cauſtic memory of a cruel wrong? 

Thy lips acknowledge this a generous wile, _ 1 
And bid me ſtill the effort kind prolon ggg 24 | 
But ah ! they wear a cold and joyleſs fmile. 


While Day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime,” Mir Trox's PAR. Losz, 


g (260 


SONNET XXIV. - ; 


TRANSLATION. 


Behold the Day an image of the Year! 
The Year an image of our life's ſhort ſpan! 


Morn, like the Spring, with growing light began, 
Spring, like our Vouth, with joy, and beauty fair; 


Noon picturing Summer ;—Summer's ardent ſphere 


Manhood's gay portrait, Eve, like Autumn, wan, 


Autumn reſembling faded age in Mann 
Night, with its filence, and its darkneſs drear, 
Emblem of Winter's frore and gloomy reign, 
When torpid lie the vegetative Powers; | 
Winter, ſo ſhrunk, ſo cold, reminds us plain 
Of the mute Grave, that o'er the dim Corſe lours ; 
There ſhall the Weary reſt, nor ought remain 
To the pale Slumberer of Life's checker'd hours. 


SONNET xxv. 
* PET RARCH To VAUCLUSE, 


Fortunate Vale] exulting Hill! dear Plain 
Where morn, and eve, my ſouls fair Idol ſtray'd, 
While all your winds, that murmur'd thro? the glade, 
Stole her ſweet breath ; yet, yet your paths retain + 
Prints of her ſtep, by fount, whoſe floods remain 
In depth unfathom'd ; mid the rocks, that ſhade, 
With cavern'd arch, their ſleep. Ve ſtreams, that play'd 
Around her limbs in Summer's ardent rein, 
The ſoft reſplendence of thoſe azure eyes 
Ting'd ye with living light.—The envied claim 
Theſe bleſt diſtinctions give, my lyre, my ſighs, 
My ſongs record ; and, from their Poet's flame, 
Bid this wild Vale, its Rocks, and Streams ariſe, 
Aſſociates ſtill of their bright Mis TRESS' fame. 


* This Sonnet is not a Tranſlation or Paraphraſe, but 1 is written in the Cha- 


racter of Ne, and in 1 imitation of his manner. 
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SONNET XXVI. 


O partial Memory I Years, that fled too faſt, 


From thee in more than priſtine beauty riſe, 


Forgotten, all the tranſient tears and ſighs. - 
Somewhat that dimm'd their brightneſs } Thou haſt chas'd | 
Each hovering miſt from the ſoft Suns, that grac'd 4 
Our freſh, gay morn of Youth ;—the Heart's bigh prize, : 
Friendſhip,—and all that charm'd us in the n 1 
Of yet unutter'd Love.—80 pleaſures paſt, 
That in thy cryſtal priſm thus glow ſublime, 
Beam on the gloom d and dif appointed Mind 
When Youth and Health, in the chill'd graſp of Time, 
Shudder and fade ;—and cypreſs buds. we find 
Ordain'd Life's blighted roſes to ſupply, 
While but refeFed ſhine the golden lights of Joy. 


ATI 


( 29 ) 


SONNET XXVII. 


See wither'd WINTER, bending low his head ; | 


His ragged locks ſtiff with the hoary dew ; 
His eyes, like frozen lakes, of livid hue ;_ 

His train, a ſable cloud, with murky red 
Streak'd.—Ah | behold his nitrous breathings ſhed 
Petrific death !—Lean, wailful Birds purſue, 
On as he ſweeps Oer the dun lonely moor, 

Amid the battling blaſt of all the Winds, 

That, while their fleet the climbing Sailor blinds, 
Laſh the white ſurges to the ſounding ſhore. 
So com'ſt thou, WixTEs, finally to doom 


The ſinking year; and with thy ice- dropt ſprays, 
Cypreſs and yew, en garland her pale tomb, 
Her vaniſh'd hogs, and ag days. 
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O, Genius! does thy Sun-reſembling beam 


To the internal eyes of Man diſplay 


In clearer proſpect, the momentous way 


My X 


That leads to peace? Do they not rather ſeem 
Dazzled by luſtres i in continual ſtream, /- 
Till night they find in; fuch exceſſi ve day ? 
Art thou not prone, with too intenſe a rays 

To gild the hope improbable, the dream 
Of fancied good ? or bid the ſigh upbraid 
Imaginary evils, and involve 
All real ſorrow in a darker ſhade? 
To fond credulity, to raſh reſolve 
Doſt thou not prompt, till reaſon's u aid 
And fair diſcretion i in thy fires diſſolve? 


(3) 


SONNET XXIX. 
N CONTINUED. 


If Gxxrus has its s danger, grief and pain, 
That Common: Senſe eſcapes, yet who wou'd change 
The Powers, thro? Nature, and thro? Art that range, 
To keep the bounded, tho* more ſafe domain 

Of moderate Intellect, where all we gain 
Is cold approvance? where the ſweet, the ſtrange, 
Soft, and ſublime, in vivid interchange, 
Nor glad the fpirit, nor enrich the brain. 

Deſtructive ſhall we deem yon noon-tide blaze 
If tranfiently the eye, o*er-power'd, reſign | 
Diſtinct perception ?—Shall we rather praiſe 

The Moon's wan light ?—with owliſh choice incline - 
That Common- Senſe her lunar lamp ſhou'd raiſe 

Than that the ſolar fires of Genius ſhine ? 
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That ſong again its ſounds my boſom thrill, 
Breathe of paſt, years, to all their joys allied; 
And, as the notes thro? my ſooth'd ſpirits glide, 


Dear Recollection's choiceſt ſweets diſtill, 

Soft as the Morn's calm dew on yonder hill, 
When ſlants the Sun upon its graſſy fide, - 
Tinging the brooks that many a mead divide 
With lines of gilded light; and blue, and ſtill, 

The diſtant lake ſtands gleaming in the vale. | 
Sing, yet once more, that well-remember'd ſtrain, 
Which oft made vocal every paſſing gale 


In days long fled, in Pleaſure's golden reign, 


The youth of chang'd Honor a {—now it wears. 
Her air—her ſmile—/pells of the vaniſh'd years! 
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SONNET XXXI. 
10 THE DEPARTING SPIRIT. OF AN ALIENATED FRIEND. 


O, EVER DEAR | thy precious, vital 1 rl 15s 
| Sink rapidly |—the long and dreary- Night 

Brings ſcarce an hope that Morn's returning: vght 

Shall dawn for TH EE |—In ſuch terrific hours,” 
When yearning Fondneſs eagerly devours'- | 7 | 

Each moment of protracted life, his fli ol 

The Raſhly-Choſen of thy heart has ta'en | 

Where dances, ſongs, and theatres invite. 
ExpP1RING SWEETNESS 1 with indignant pain 

I ſee him in the ſcenes where laughing glide 

Pleaſure's light Forms ;—ſce his eyes Sally glow, 7 
Regardleſs of thy life's faſt ebbing tide; 

[ hear him, who ſhou'd droop in filent woe, F 

Declaim on Actors, and on Taſte decide! ; 
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SONNET XXXII. 
- SUBJECT OF THE PRECEDING SONNET CONTINUED. 


Behold him now his genuine colours wear, 
That ſpecious Falſe-One, by whoſe cruel wiles 
I loſt thy amity ; ſaw thy dear ſmiles 
Eclips'd ; thoſe ſmiles, that us'd my heart to which,” 
Wak'd by thy grateful ſenſe of many a year 
When roſe thy youth, by Friendſhip's oleafing toils 
Cultur'd ;—but DYING |}-O! for ever fade | 
The angry fires, —Each thought, that might upbraid 
Thy broken faith, which yet my ſoul mm . 
Now as eternally i is paſt and gone if 
As are the intereſting, the happy hours, 
Days, years, we ſhar'd together. They are flown | 
Yet long muſt I lament thy hapleſs doom, 
Thy laviſh'd life and early-haſten d tomb. 
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SONNET XXXIII. 


Laſt night her Form the hours of ſlumber bleſs'd 
Whoſe eyes illumin'd all my youthful years. 
Spirit of dreams, at thy command appears 
Each airy Shape, that viſiting our reſt, 

Diſmays, perplexes, or delights the breaſt. 

My penſive heart this kind indulgence cheers ; 
Bliſs, in no waking moment now poſſeſs d, 
Bliſs, aſk'd of thee with Memory $ ng tears. 

Nightly I cry, how oft; alas ! in vain, 

Give, by thy powers, that airy Shapes 0 

HoxoxA to my viſions —ah ordain 

Her beauteous lip may wear the ſmile that ſtole, 
In years long fled, the ſting from every pain 
Show her ſweet face, ah ſhow it to my ſoul ! 


June 1780. 
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1 e SONNET xXxIV. 


Exhauſted, leans on all that can impart 
The charm of Sympathy ; her mutual wail i 


How ſoothing ! never can her warm tears fail 110 
To balm our bleeding grief 's ſevereſt ſmart; 
bl: . Nor wholly vain fergn'd Pity's ſolemn doi n 2 
ll, Tho” we ſhould' penetrate her fable veik. 4 
| Concern, e'en known to be um d, our 22 * 
| Reſpecting, kinder welcome far acquires 
| Than cold Neglect, or Mirth that Grief ds 
| Thus each faint Glow-worm of the Night conſpires, 
Gleaming along the moſs d and darken'd lanes, ; 
Jo cheer the Gloom with her unreal fires. 25 


id 5 When Death, or adverſe Fortune's ruthleſs gale, 
i] : Tears our. beſt hopes away, the wounded Heart 


June 1780. | 
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SONNET XXXV. 
SPRING. 
In April's gilded morn when ſouth winds blow, 
And gently ſhake the hawthorn's ſilver crown, 
Wafting its ſcent the foreſt-glade adown, 
The dewy ſhelter of the bounding Doe, 
Then, under trees, ſoft tufts of primroſe ſhow r 
Their palely-yellowing flowers ; to the moiſt Sun: 
Blue harebells peep, while cowllips. ſtand unblown;, 


„„ 


Plighted to riper May and lavith floor 


\.w 


The Lark's loud carols in the wilds of air:. 
O! not to Nature's glad Enthuſiaſt cling 
Avariee, and | pride. —Thro? her now blooming TY fr 
Charm d as he roves, his. thoughts-enraptur'd _ 
To Him, who gives frail Man's appointed tim 
"Theſe cheering hours of promiſe, and of prime. 


Are aa... rs | April 29th,. 1782. 


Now on hills, rocks, and ſtreams, and vales, and plains, 
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SONNET XXXVI. 
SUMMER. 

Full looks the ſhining Day.—Our gardens wear 

The gorgeous robes of the conſummate Year. 

With laugh, and ſhout, and ſong, ſtout Maids and Swains 
Heap high the fragrant hay, as thro? rough lanes 

Rings the yet empty waggon.—See in air 

The pendent cherries, red with tempting ſtains, 

Gleam thro? their boughs.— Summer, thy bright career 
Muſt ſlacken ſoon in Autumn's milder ſway ; 

Then thy now heapt and jocund meads ſhall ſtand 

Smooth, —vacant,—filent,—thro? th* exulting Land- 
As wave thy Rival's golden fields, and gay 

Her Reapers throng. She ſmiles, and binds the ſheaves ; ; 

Then bends her parting ſtep o'er fall'n and ruſtling leaves. 


June 275th, 1762 | 


* 
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soxNEr XXXVII 
AUTUMN. 


Thro? 8 Months a well-attemper'd Mind 

Welcomes their gentle or terrific pace. — = 
When o'er retreating Autumn's golden grace 
Tempeſtuous Winter ſpreads in every Wn" 

Naked aſperity, our muſings find 
Grandeur increaſing, as the Glooms efface 
Variety and glow.—Each ſolemn trace 
Exalts the thoughts, from ſenſual joys reſin'd. 

Then blended in our rapt ideas riſe | 
The vaniſh'd charms, that ſummer-ſuns reveal, 
With all of defolation, that now lies 

Dreary before us ;—teach the Soul to feel 

| Awe in the Preſent, pleaſure in the Paſt, 
And to ſee vernal Morns 1 in Hope's perſpective caſt. 


2 * 


| October 27th, 1782. 
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SONNET XXXVIIE. 
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WINTER. 


If he whoſe boſom with no tranſport ſwells 
In vernal airs and hours commits the crime 
Of ſullenneſs to Nature, *gainft the Time, 
And its great RULER, he alike rebels 3 
Who ſeriouſneſs and pious dread repels, 
And aweleſs gazes on the faded Clime, 


Dim in the gloom, and pale in the hoar rime 
That o'er the bleak and dreary proſpect ſteals.— 
Spring claims our tender, grateful, gay deligit; ; 
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Winter our ſympathy and facred fear; 


| And ſure the Hearts that pay not Pity's rite i 
1 O'er wide calamity ; that careleſs hear { 


- — 
4A a 
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Creation's wail, neglect, amid her blight, 


THE SOLEMN LESSON OF THE RUIN'D YEAR. 


. 
December 14, 1782. 


| SONNET XXXIX. I > ? 
5 When mourn the dark Winds o'er the lonely plain, - | 
: And from pale noon ſinks, ere the fifth cold hour, . ö 
: The tranſient li ght, Imagination's powers 17, 0 | 
5 With Knowledge, and with Science i in bar a | 
Ne ot unpropitious Hyems* icy reign 7 | 1 | 
Perceives ; ſince in the deep and filent lour | | 

High themes the rapt concent'ring Thoughts explore, | | 

Freed from external Pleaſure's glittering chain. 1 | 

Then moſt the underſtandin g's culture pays | 
Luxuriant harveſt, nor ſhall Folly bring | 


Her aids obtruſive.—Then, with ardent gaze, 
The InceNntous to their rich reſources ſpring, 

While ſullen Winter's dull impriſoning days 

Hang on the vacant mind with fagging wing. 
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SONNET XL. 


DECEMBER |MORNING#. 


I love to riſe ere gleams the tardy light, 
Winter's pale dawn ;—and. as warm fires. illume, 
And cheerful tapers ſhine around. the room, | Fi 
Thro* miſty windows bend my muſing ſight, 
Where, round the duſky lawn, the manſions white, xerrets 20 
With ſhutters clos'd, peer faintly thto? the gloom, , 
That flow recedes; while yon grey ſpires aſſume, 
Riſing from their dark pile, an adn height 
By indiſtinctneſs given. Then to decree. | | 
The grateful thoughts to Gop, ere they RY 
To Friendſhip, or the Muſe, or ſeek with glee. : | 
Wiſdom's rich page O, hours] more worth than gold, | 
By whoſe bleſt uſe we lengthen: Lite, and free 
From drear decays of Age, outlive che Old! rf 
Dec. 19th, 1782. 


&y 


* This Sonnet was written in an Apartment of the Weſt Front of the Biſhop's _ 
Palace at Lichfield, inhabited by the Author from her thirteenth year. It looks 
upon the Cathedral-Area, a green Lawn encircled wh Prebendal Houſes, which 


are white from being rough-caſt, 
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 SONNET XII. 
INVITATION TO A FRIEND. 


Since dark December ſlirouds the tranſient day, 
And ſtormy Winds are howling in their ire, 
Why com'ſt not HO u, who always can'ſt inſpire 
The ſoul of cheerfulneſs, and beſt array 
A ſullen hour in ſmiles ? O haſte to pax 
The cordial viſit fullen hours require !— | 
Around the eireling walls a glowing fire 
Shines but it vainly ſhines in this delay 5 
To blend thy ſpirit's warm Promethean light. 
Come then, at Seience', and at Friendſhip's call, 
Their vow d Diſciple come, for they invite! 
The ſocial Powers without thee languiſh all. 
Come, that I may not hear the winds of N ight, 
Nor count the heavy eave-drops as they fall. 


Dec. 21}, 1782. 
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Lo! the Year” s FINAL Davy n performs 
Its obſequies with darkneſs, wind, and rain; 
But Man is jocund.— Hark l th' exultant ſtrain 
From towers and ſteeples drowns the wintry ſtorms - 
No village ſpire but to the cots and farms, 
Right merrily, its ſcant and tuneleſs 1 5 
Rings round Ah!] joy ungrateful 1—mirth jnfoane . 
Wherefore the ſenſeleſs triumph, ye, who feel 
This annual portion of brief Life the while 
Depart for ever? Brought it no dear hours 
Of health and nights reſt none that ſaw the mile 
On lips beloy'd?—O ! with as gentle powers. 
Will the next paſs Le pauſe |—yet careleſs hear 
Strike theſe laſt Clocks, that knell th' EXPIRING rar i 


Dec. af; 1782. 
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SONNET XLIII. 


TO Max, IN THE YEAR 1788. 


7 


My memory, Joog: Aan vid 7 


In deep- engraven lines, each varying trait 

Paſt Times and Seaſons wore, can find no date 

Thro' many years, Ol Max, when thou hadſt leave,. 
As now, of the great SUN, ſerene to weave; 

Thy fragrant chaplets; in poetic ſtate 

To call the jocund Hours on thee to wait, 

Bringing euch day, at morn, at noon, at eve, 
His mild inuminations N ymph, no more 

Is thine to mourn beneath the ſcanty ſhade. 

Of half-blown foliage, ſhivering to deplore 


Thy garlands immature, thy rites unpaid 3 


Meads dropt with * gold again to thee belong, 
Soft gales, luxuriant bowers, and wood -· and n 
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SONNET XIIV. 


Rapt CoNTEMPLATION, bring thy waking dreams 
To this umbrageous vale at noofi-tide hour, | 
While full of hee ſeerns every bending flower. 
Whoſe petals tremble oer the ſhadow*d' ſtreams 1 1.4 

Give thou Ho NORA 8 image, when her beams, ; 


Youth, beauty, Kindneſs, ſhone What time ſhe" wore 


That ſmile, of gentle, yet reſiſtleſs power | rf 1d D 
To ſooth each painful Paſſion's wild extremes. 
Here ſhall no empty, Intruder hae e e 
With idle converſe thy enchantment warm, At Dita 31 
That brings, in all its intereſt; all its grace, D ick 21 


The dear, perſuaſive, viſionary Form. 
Can real Life a rival bleſſing boaſt 
When thou canſt thus reſtore Hoxo NA early loſt Þ 25 


LY 
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SONNET XLV. 


* From Poſhibility's dim chaos ſprung, 91) 
High o'er its gloom the Abroſtatic Power 
Aroſe —Exulting Nations hail'd the hour 
Magnific boaſt of Science Loud they TOM 
Her victory oer the element, that hung, 
Preſſing to earth the Beings, who now ſoar 
Aerial heights; but Wiſdom bids explore 
This vaunted {kill ; —if, tides of air among, 


We know to ſieer our bark — Here Science finds 


Her buoyant hopes burſt, like the bubble vain, 
Type of this art guilty, if till ſhe blinds 

The ſenſe of Fear; perſiſts thy flame to fan, 
Sky-vaulting Pride, that to the aweleſs winds 
Throws, for an idle Shbw, the LIE oT Man! 0 


* This Sonnet was written when the Balloon enthuſiaſm was at its height. 
8 4 
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SONNET XLVI. 
Dark as the ſilent ſtream; beneath the nighglt. 
Thy funeral glides to Life's eternal home,, 11 
Child of its narrow houſe how late tlie bloom, 
The facile ſmile, the ſoft eye*s cryſtal light. 
Each grace of Youth's gay morn, that charms our ſi - 
PFlay'd oer that Form i nou- ſunk in Death's cold un, 


Inſenſate! ghaſtly |—for the yawning tomb, 
Alas! fit Inmate.— Thus we mourn the plight 
Of Virgin-Beauty, and endowments rare 
In their glad hours of promiſe, —O 1 J — A ge 
Drops, like the o'er-blown, faded roſe, tho? dear 
Its long known worth, no ſtormy ſorrows rage ; 
But ſwell when we behold, unſoil'd by time, 
Vouth's broken Lily periſhed in its prime. 


6903 e 
SONNET XLVII. 
ON MR. SARGENT"'s DRAMATIC POEM, | 
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With lyre Orphean, ſee a Bard explore 
The central caverns of the mornleſs Night, 
Where never Muſe perform'd haririonious rite 
Till now !-—and lo] upon the ſparry floor, 
Advance, to welcome him, each Siſter Power, 
Petra, ſtern Queen, Foſſilia, cold and bright, 
And call their Gnomes, to marſhal in his ſighgt 
The gelid incruſt, and the veined ore. 
And flaſhing gem.— Then, while his ſongs pourtray 
The myſtic virtues gold and gems acquire, EE es es Bow 
With every charm. that mineral ſcenes diſplay,” EE 
Th” imperial Siſters praiſe the daring Lyre,* / ':/ 4! 
And grateful hail its new and powerful lay, 
That ſeats them high amid the Muſes? Choir. 
* Petra, and Foſſilia, 55 8 of the firſt and laſt diviſion of the 
Foffil Kingdom. The Author of this beautiful Poem ſuppoſes the Gnomes to be 
Spirits of the Mine, performing the beheſts of Petra and Foffilia, as the Sylphs, 


Gnomes, Salamanders, &c. appear as Handmaids of the Nymph of Botany in 
that exquiſite ſport of Imagination, THE BOTANIC GARDEN, 


6a 
SONNET XLVIIE. 


Now young-ey'd Spring, on gentle breezes borne, 
Mid the deep woodlands, hills, and vales, and bowers, 
Unfolds her leaves, her bloſſoms, and her flowers, 
Pouring their ſoft luxuriance on the morn. 
5 O! how unlike the wither'd, wan, forlorn, 
And limping Winter, that o'er ruſſet moors, 
Grey ridgy fields, and ice-incruſted ſhores, . 
Strays !—and commands his rifing Winds to mourn. 
Protracted Life, thou art ordain'd to wear 

A form like his; and, ſhow'd thy gifts be mine, 

I tremble left a kindred influence drear 
Steal on my mind but pious Hope benign, 
The Soul? s bright day- ſpring, ſhall avert the fear, 


And gild Exiſtence in her dim decline. 
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SONNET XLIxX. 


; ON THE USE OF NEW AND OLD WORDS IN POETRY. 


While with falſe pride, ahd narrow jealouſy, 
Numbers reject each new expreſſion, won, 
Perchance, from language richer than our own, 
O! with glad welcome may the PoE ſee 

Extenſion's golden vantage! the decree 
Each way excluſive, ſcorn, and re-enthrone 
The obſolete, if ſtrength, or grace of tone 
Or imagery await it, with a free, 

And liberal daring i For the Critic Train, 
Whoſe eyes ſevere our verbal ſtores review. 
Let the firm Bard require that they explain 

Their cauſe of cenſure; then in balance true 
Weigh it; but ſmile at the objections vain 
Of fickly Spirits, hating for they do * 


*The particle for is uſed in the ſame ſenſe with becauſe, by Wb, and 


Beaumont and Fletcher. 
c But ſhe, and I, were Creatures innocent, 


« Lov'd LY we did.. BxA. and FLE. Two NoBLE Kixsupy 


Nor muſt you think 
I will your ſerious ans great buſineſs ſeant 
« For ſhe is with me.” a OTHELLO. 
60 They're Jealous for they're jealous.” OrazLLo. 
H 2 
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SONNET L. 
In every breaſt Affection fires, there dwells 
A ſecret conſciouſneſs to what degree ' + 


They are themſelves beloy'd.—We hourly ſee 
Th' involuntary proof, that either quells, 

Or ought to quell falſe hopes, —or ſets us free 
From pain'd diſtruſt but, O. the miſery! 
Weak self. Deluſion timidly repels 
The lights obtruſive—ſhrinks from all that tells 

Unwelcome truths, and vainly ſeeks repoſe 
For ſtartled Fondneſs, in the opĩate balm, 
Of kind profeſſion, tho?, perchance, it flows 

To huſh Complaint—O ! in Belief's clear calm, 
Or *mid the lurid clouds of Doubt, we find 
Love riſe the Sun, or Comet of the Mind. 


630 


SONNET LI. 

ro | ö 
 SYIVIA 
| ON HER APPROACHING NUPTIAIS. 


wry Cf 


Hope comes to Youth; gliding thro* azure ſkies + 
With amaranth crown her full robe, ſnowy white, 
Floats on'the gale, and our exulting fight 
Marks it afar, From waning Life ſhe flies, 

Wrapt in a maſt,” covering her ſtarry eyes 
With her fair hand.—But now, in floods of light, 
She meets thee, SYLVIA, and with glances, bright 
As lucid ſtreams, when Spring s clear mornings riſe. 

From Hymen's kindlin g torch, a yellow ray | 

The ſhining texture of her ſpotleſs veſt 
Gilds ;—and the Month that gives the early day | 

The ſcent odõrous *, and the carol bleſt, 
Pride of the riſing Year, enamour'd Marv, 
Paints its redundant folds with florets gay. 


* Odireus, Milton, in the Par. Loſt, gives the lengthened and harmonious - 
accent to that word, rather than the ſhort, and common one, 6dorous : 


ce the bright conſummate flower 
cc Spirit odorous breathes.”? 
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: SONNET "OP 


Tug has the pall of Midnight quench'd the ſcene, 
And wrapt the huſh'd horizon, —All around, 
In ſcatter*d huts, Labor, in ſleep profound, 
Lies ſtretch'd, and roſy Innocente ſerene 
Slumbers ;=but creeps, with pale and ſtarting mien, 
Benighted SUPERSTITI on;—Pancy»found, , 
The late ſelf-laughter'd Man, in earth yet green 5 
And feſtering, burſt from his incumbent mound, 
Roams !—and the Slave of Terror thinks he hears 
A mutter'd groan |—ſees the ſunk eye, that glares 
As ſhoots the Meteor. — But no more forlorn 
He ſtrays ;—the Spectre ſinks into his tomb 
For now the jocund Herald of the Morn 
Claps his bold wings, and ſounds along the gloom *. 


It faded at the crowing of the cock. — HAMLET, 
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SONNEP III. 


WRITTEN 18THR SPRING 1785; ON /THE DEATH OF THE 
POET LAUREAT. 


The knell of WI TERRA b tolls |—his cares are paſt, 
The hapleſs tribute of his purchas' d lays, 
His ſervile, his Egyptian taſks of praiſe |— 
If not ſublime his ſtrains, Fame juſtly plac'd 


Of much indignant wonder, ſhe ſurveys. | 
To the life-labouring oar aſſiduous haſte 
A glowing Bard, by every Muſe embrace d — 
O, Wax rox choſen Prieſt of Phoebus? choir ! 
Shall thy rapt ſong be venal > hymn the Tusenz. 
Whether its edicts juſt applauſe inſpire, | 
Or PaTzrIoT VikTus view them with a frown ? 
What needs for this the golden-ſtrin ged Lyre, 
The wr Tun and the Sun-bright Zone 1 


* Enügns of Abele Prieſthood. 


Their power above their work.—Now, with wide gane 
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SONNET - L1V. 


A PERSIAN” KING TO HIS SON. 


5 We 'T 9% 4 


FROM A PROSE TRANSLATION IN Ste WILLIAM JONES' ESSAY 
ON THE POETRY OF, THE EASTERN NATIQNS.. 
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Guard thou, my Son, the Helpleſs and the Poor, 
Nor in the chains of thine own indolence © 
Slumber enervate, while the joys of ſenſe 
Engroſs thee, and thou ſay'ſt, I alk no more. 
Wiſe Men the Shepherd's ſlumber will deplore at Kang le ö 
When the rapacious Wolf has leapt the fence, och of 


1 And ranges thro* the fold. My Son, 8 x9, Si 
5 
. 


N Thoſe laws, that juſtice to the Wrong'd reſtore, — Fr ot 
N The Common - Weal ſhou'd be the firſt purſuit 

$ Of the crown'd Warrior, for the royal brows 2 85 f 

0 The People firſt enwreath' d. They are the Root, fv 
i The King the Tree. Aloft he ſpreads his boughs 

i: fe Glorious ; but learn, impetuous Youth, at length, 

: : Trees from the Root alone derive their ſtrength, 
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SONNET LV. 


ON THE QUICK TRANSITION FROM WINTER TO SUMMER 
m THE-/LRAR 0785, 


Loud blew the North thro- April's pallid days, 
Nor graſs the field, nor leaves the grove obtains, ö 
Nor cryſtal: ſun- beams, nor the gilded rains 
That bleſs the hours of promiſe, gently raiſe 

Warmth in the blood, without chat fiery blaze, 15 151 . Ir 
Which makes it boil along the throbbing veins.— 5 
Albion, diſpleas d, her own lov'd Spring ſurveyys 
Paſſing, with volant ſtep, o'er WOE 8 

Sees her to Summer's fierce embraces. ſpeed, 1 var. 
Pale, and unrobed. Faithleſs l thou well We hide. 
Cloſe in his ſultry breaſt thy recreant head, 

That did'ſt, neglecting thy diſtinguiſh'd Iſfe. 


* 


In Winter s icy arms ſo long abide, 
While Britain n — for * TE 
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SONNET LVI. 
10 A TIMID' YOUNG LADY, - | 


DISTRESSED BY THE ATTENTION Or AN AMIABLE, AND ACCEPTED 


LOVER. 
* 
x | fy > IN A. "IF „ 0 
15 pl ren 1 11 4 1 
2 


0 What baſhful wildneſs in thoſe cryſtal eyes 
; Fair Zillia |—Ah } more dear to Loves the gaze 
That duell upon its object, than the rs 
Of that vague glance, quick, as in ſummer ſtiese 
The lightning's lambent flaſh, when neither riſe 
| Thunder, nor ſtorm.— mark, while tranſport plays 
Warm in thy Lover's eye, what dread betrass 
Thy throbbing heart: — yet why from his ſoft ſighhgs 
Fleet'ſt thou ſo ſwift away ?—like the young Hind *, | 
That bending ſtands the fountain's brim beſide. 
When, with. a ſudden guſt, the weſtern wine 
Ruſtles among the boughs that ſhade the tidd : 
| See, from the ſtream, innoxious and benign, 


Starting ſhe bounds, with terror vain as thine ! 


5 


n 
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* « Vitas hinnuleo me ſimilis Chloe.“ HORACE, 
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SONNET LVII. 


WRITTEN THE NIGHT PRECEDING THE * FUNERAL OF 
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In the chill ese the winter eve, 
Thro? Lichfield? J darken'd ſtreets I bend my way 


By that ſad manſion, where NzR1NA 's Clay | MN 
Awaits the Mozxinc- KNELL and diet 1 f 
In the late bridal chamber, the clear ray 903 T | 
Of numerous lights; while o'er the lies a 
Shadows of thoſe ho frequent paſs beneaten 57 
Round the pals DEAD. What ſounds m 10 1 
For now the buſy hammer's ſtroke appalss. | 
That, in dread note of preparation, an. 1 | 
Cloſing the fable lid With ſighs I bar .. 6 
Theſe ſolemn warnings from the Houſe of "oy How nt = 
Pondering how late, for young Ne RINA, oi | | 4 | 
| 


Joyous, the Love-illumin'd Morn aroſe. 


* In Lichfield Cathedral the funeral rites are performed early in the Morning. 


* 
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* SONNET VIM. 
Not the flow Hearſe, where nod the ſable plumes, 
The Parian Statue, bending o'er the Urn, 


On the dropt eye, and lip no ſmile illumes 3 


= Faſhion's allotted time. If Time conſumes,” ' 
„ 5 — 2 2 ' n 6 . 
0 While Life is ours, the precious veſtal-flame 


Blend not the image of the vaniſh'd Frame, 
O! can the alien Heart expect to prove, 


_ - 
- 464 
* — on _ 


2 — — * — 42 — c 3 
— — 8 mo - 3 * 
- ASCE. — — 22 y_ 
4 — = * 5 a 
— i: 1 — —U PPV 


— „ * — 


The dark robe floating, the dejection Wofn 


Not all this pomp of ſorrow, that preſumes © 
It pays Affection's debt, is due concern 


To the rox EVER ABSENT, tho' it mourn © 


— 
% 


She with whate'er we ſee, hear, think, or ſay, 


= In worlds of light and life, a reunited love? 
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| SONNET LIX. 


10 THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LADY: MARIANNE CARNEGIE, / 


paſſing her winters at Ethio Houſe on the Coaſt of Scotland, with her 8 Lord N ortheſk, 
who retired thither after the death of his excellent Counteſs 5 


4 


CBL41 380 16900 wt weir Jock of 
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er Gent ald (1 
(+ 


; Lite, each ſoft effuſion of hy ptr of 175 
Flowing thro* thy free pen, ſhows thee endu d. 
With taſte ſo juſt for all of wiſe, and good, 

As bids me hope thy ſpirit does not find. 
Young as thou art, with ſolitude combin' 1 
Fhat wiſh of change, that irkſome laſſi tude, 
Which often, thro? unvaried days, ; obtrude 3 

On Youth's raſh boſom, dangerouſly inclin d 

To pant for more than peace.—Rich volumes Yidd | 
Their ſoul- endow ing wealth —Beygnd e'en. theſe r 
Shall conſciouſneſs of filial duty gild 

q The gloomy hours, when Winter's turbid Seas | 
..-. Roar round the wache when the dark Tad tours, g's 

he Winds round Ethic's 8 lonely towers,” Ms : 


N 


| wn he did not think it exquiſite ſculpture, the Statue of a Water-Nymph in 
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SONNET LX. 


43.767 2 & * # wn, 


— uk viewſt thou, Heyn witch ate mad wien 
The little Naiad of” the Downton Wave? 


tg DH 1 lo 0355 203 12 fn 17 4 PRI 


High mid the rocks, where her cl clear waters lave 
The circling, gloomy ; baſin. —In ſi ſuch ſcene, | 

Silent, ſequeſter'd, fea demand 17 wen!” Not 0589 bel 
That /aft perfection Phidian'thiſels gave. 4 


Dimly the * and n Form'is W Y Star HN 


rn 


As ſleeps her pure, tho? acl fountain"tlicre} 5 07 


I love to recollect her, Aretch'd ſupine 0 10 kli sed 
Upon its moſſy brink. with pendent hair, e art 'f 
As dripping « oer the flood. Ah! well oombine 0s Ol. 
Such gentle graces, ' modeſt; Penfive, Tall” 2 184 01 


PRES 


To aid the magie We her wit hrine. wh oct 


„The above See was addreſſed to a Friend, » wh had faſtidiouſly Jelpiled, 


Mr. Knight's: ſingular, and beautiful Cold Bath at Downtor- Caſtle near Ludlow. 
It riſes amidſt a Rotunda, formed by Rocks, and covered with ſhells, and _ 
in the higheſt elevation of that mountainous 20 romantic Scene. ö | 


n 2 | x PTY $a hos = \ = \ 
r EY TTY WITNESS ET CCS" 


G 


* I * * 4.4 
n 


5 


Liberal ſhe pave; nor only thro''thy ſtrain 
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So NET LxI. 


1 MR. eue CARY®, 


T 


oN READING HIS SONNETS WRITTEN AT ar 
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Diſeiple of the bright Aonian Maid 
In thy life's bloſſom, a reſiſtleſs elt 8 1 450 5˙ 
Amid the wild wood, and irriguous dell, 
O'er thymy hill, and thre' illumin'd glade, 

Led thek, for ker thy votive wreaths to braid, 


4 


Where flaunts the 'muſk-roſe, and the azure bell: 


Nods o'er loquacious brook, of ſilent well; 
Thus wood her inſpirations, their rapt aid 


Breath'd their pure ſpirit, while her charms ae 
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The languid hours: of Sbrrow, and of Pain, 
But when Youth's tide ran hi gh, and tempting ſmil d 


Circean Pleaſure, reſcuing did ſhe ſtand, 
| Broke the » Enchantreſs _ and ſnape her wand. 


[$1734.18 
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SONNET L.XIT2 


58 1 II. J THATH $:9 Io. OT. 
*Dim grows t the vital flame in his dear breaſt 
r 23H. DHIGAdH £0 


From whom my life I drew ;—and thrice has Spring 
Bloom'd ; and fierce Winter thrice; ori-darken'd wing, 
HowPd o'er the grey, waſte fields, ſince he poſſeſs d Th 
Or ſtrength of frame, or intellect. Nowy bring bi 
Nor Morn, nor Eve, his cheerful ſteps; that preſs d. 
Thy pavement, L1CHFLELD, in the ſpirit! bleſs c 51 50.1 
Of ſocial gladneſs. They have fail'd, and cling 
Feebly to the. fix d chair, no more to riſνοοον⁰ 10 ehõο 
Elaſtic I-Ab 1 my heart forchodes that lo 2H 
The FULL OF DAYS ſhall, ſleep zwnor ON SDKs 
Nor Winter' s blaſt awaken' him [-—Begun ; - ahead 
The twilight Night is long but oer his) eyes 
Lee WN wei * the pale lids down! 


When this Sonnet was » well we SubjeR of it had Wd . years 

beneath repeated paralytic firokes, which had greatly enfeebled his limbs, and 
| impaired his underſtanding. Contrary to all expectation he ſurvived three more 
years, ſubject, through their progreſs, to the ſame frequent and dreadful attacks, 
though in their intervals he was ſerene and apparently free from pain or ſiekneſs. 


8 


SONNET LXIII. 
TO COLEBROOKE DALE: 


Thy GENIUS, Colebrooke, faithleſs to his charge, 
Amid thy woods and vales, thy rocks and ſtreams, 
Form'd for the Train that haunt poetic dreams, 
Naiads, and Nymphs,—now hears the toiling Barge 
And the ſwart Cyclops ever-clanging forge | 
Din in thy dells ;—permits the dark-red gleams, . 
From umber'd fires on all thy hills, the beams, 
Solar and pure,. to ſhroud with columns large 
Of black ſulphureous ſmoke, that ſpread their veils 
Like funeral crape upon the ſylvan robe | 
| of thy romantic rocks, pollute thy gales, 
And ſtain thy glaſſy floods ;—while o'er the globe 
To ſpread thy ſtores metallic, this rude yell 
Drowns the wild woodland ſong, and breaks the Poet's ſpell, 


* a 
| _ 
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SONNET LXIV. 
TO MR. HENRY CARY, 


ON. THE. PUBLICATION OF HIS SONNETS. 


Prais'd be the Poet, who the Sonnet's claim, 
Severeſt of the orders that belong 
Diſtinct and ſeparate to the Delphic Song. 
Shall venerate, nor its appropriate name 
Lawleſs aflume. Peculiar is its frame, 
From him deriv'd, who ſhunn'd the City Throng- 
And warbled ſweet thy rocks and ſtreams among, 
Lonely Valeluſa !—and that Heir of Fame, 
Our greater M1 LTON, hath, by many a lay 
Fiorm'd on that arduous model, fully ſhown: 
That Engliſh Verſe may happily diſplay 
Thoſe ſtrict energic meaſures, which alone 
Deſerve the name of SONNET, and convey: 


A grandeur, grace and ſpirit, all their own. 


SONNET LXV. 


TO THE SAME. 


Marcellus, ſince the ardors of my ſtrain 


To thy young eyes and kindling fancy, gleam 
With ſomewhat of the vivid hues, that ſtream 
From Poeſy's bright orb, each envious ſtain 
Shed by dull Critics, venal, vex'd and vain, 
Seems recompens'd at full ;—and ſo wou'd ſeem 
Did not maturer Sons of Phœbus deem 
My verſe Aonian.— Thou, in time, ſhalt gain, 
Like them, amid the letter'd World, that ſway 
Which makes encomium fame —ſo thou adorn, 
Extend, refine and dignify thy lay, 
And Indolence, and Syren Pleaſure ſcorn; 
Then, at high noon, thy Genius ſhall diſplay 


The ſplendors promis'd in its ſhining morn. 


K 3 


(6) 


SONNET LXVI. 


Nobly to ſcorn thy gilded veil to wear, 
Soft Simulation wiſely to abſtain | «SNL 
From foſtering Envy's aſps ;—to daſh the bane 


Far from our hearts, which Hate, with frown ſevere, - 


Extends for thoſe who wrong us to revere 
With ſoul, or grateful, or reſign'd, the train 
Of mercies, and of trials, is to gain | 
A quiet Conſcience, beſt of bleſſings here |— 
Calm Conſcience is a land-encircled bay, 
On whoſe ſmooth ſurface Tempeſts never blow; 
Which ſhall the reflex of our life diſplay 
Unſtain'd by crime, tho? gloom'd with tranſient woe ; 
While the bright hopes of Heaven's eternal day | 
Upon the fair and ſilent waters glow.. 
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SONNET LXVII. 


ON DOCTOR JOHNSON'S UNJUST CRITICISMS | 
iN 125 | 
LIVES. OF THE POETS #. 
Cou'd aweful Johnſon want poetic ear, 
Fancy, or judgment ?—no ! his ſplendid ſtrain, 
In proſe, or rhyme, confutes that plea. —The pain 
Which writh'd o'er Garrick's fortunes, ſhows us clear | 
Whence all his ſpleen to'"Gzxrvs.—111 to bear 
A Friend's renown, that to his own muſt reign, 
Compar'd; a Meteor's evaneſcent train, 
; To Jupiter's fix'd orb, proves that each ſneer, 
5 Subtle and fatal to poetic Senſe, 
Did from inſidious Exv * meanly flow, 
Illumed with dazzling hues of eloquence, 
And Sophiſt-Wit, that labor to o'er-throw 
Th' awards of AGEs, and new laws diſpenſe 


That lift the mean, and lay the MIGHTY low... 


When Johnſon's Idolaters are hard preſſed concerning his injuſtice in thoſe 
Jallacious though able pages; when they are reminded that he there tells us the 
peruſal of Milton's Paradiſe Loft is a 7aft, and never a pleaſure ;—reminded alſo 
of his avowed contempt of that exquiſite Poem, the Lycipas ;—of his declara- 
tion that Dryden's abſurd Ode on the death of Mrs. Anne Killegrew, written in 


Cowley's worſt manner, is the noble Ode in this Language ;—of his diſdain of 


Gnax as a hric. Poet ; of the ſuperior reſpect he pays to Yalden, Blackmore, and 
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SONNET LXVIII. 
ON THE POSTHUMOUS FAME-OF: DOCTOR JOHNSON. 


Well it becomes thee, Britain, to avow 
: TounsoN's high claims yet boaſting that his fires 
Were of unclouded luſtre, Tx un retires 67 
Bluſhing, and Jus Tr1ce Knits her ſolemn brow ; 
The eyes of Gr a ITU DE withdraw the glow. _ | 
His moral ſtrain inſpir'd.— Their zeal requires 
That thou ſhould'ſt better guard The ſacred Lyres, 
Sources of thy bright fame, than to beftow / 
Perfect ion's wreath on him, whoſe ruthleſs hand, 
Goaded by jealous rage, the laurels tore, 
That USTICE, TrxuUTH, and GRATITUDE demand 
Should deck thoſe Lyres till Time ſhall be no more. — 
A radiant courſe did Johnſon's Glory run, 
But large the ſpots that dackentd on its Sun. 


Pomfret ;—When theſe.things are urged, his Adorers ſeck t0.acquit him of wilful 
miſrepreſentation by alledging that he wanted ear for lyric numbers, and taſte 


for the higher graces of PotTryY :—but .it is impoſſible ſo to believe, when we 
recollect that even his proſe abounds with poetic effloreſcence, metaphorie con- 


ception, and harmonious cadence, which in the higheſt degree adorn it, without 
diminiſhing its ſtrength. We muſt look for the ſource of his injuſtice in the 
.envy of his temper. When Garrick was named a Candidate for admiſſion into 


the Literary Club, Dr. Johnſon told Mr. Thrale he would black-ball him. ho, 
Sir? Mr. Garrick! Companion of your. Youth | -your acknowledged Friend! 
6 Why, Sir, I love my little David better than any, or all of his Flatterers love 


him; but ſurely we ought to fit in a Society like ours, unelbow'd by a Game- 
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SONNET LXIX. 
TO 4 YOUNG LADY. 


SURPOSING o MARRY, A' MAN OF IMMORAL CHAKACTER IN THE HOPE. 


JS  CLa#£4 


OF HIS REFORMATION. 
Time, and thy charms, thou fancieſt will redeemm 
Yon aweleſs Libertme from rooted'vice.. | 

_ Miſleading thought has he not paid the price, 
His taſte for virtue Ah, the ſenſual ſtream 
Has flow'd too long, What charms can ſo entice,. 
What frequent guilt ſo pall, as not to ſhame 
The raſh belief, preſumptuous and unwiſe, 
That crimes habitual will forſake the Frame? 
* Thus, on the river's bank, in fabled lore, | 
The Ruſtic ſtands ;- ſees the ſtream ſwiftly go,. 
And thinks he ſoon ſhall find the gulph below 
A channel dry, which he may ſafe paſs o'er.— | 
Vain hope !—it flows—and flows—and yet will flow, 


Volume decreaſeleſs, to the FINAL HU x + 


* ſter, Pimp, or PPAVYRR.“ See Supplement to Dr. Johnſon's Letters, publiſhed 


by Mrs. Piozzi. The blended hypocriſy and malice of this ſally ſnow the man. 


Johnſon knew, at times, how to coax without ſincerity as well as to abuſe withcat 


juſtice. His ſeeming fondneſs for Mrs. C of Lichfield, on his viſits to that 


City, and the contempt with which he ſpoke 5 her to her Townſpeople, Was - 


another inſtance of the ſame nature. 


* Ruſticus exſpectat dum defluit amnis : at ille 
« Labitur, et labetur in omne volubilis ævum. “ HonAcE. 
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SONNET/ LXX. 


TO A YOUNG LADY IN AFFLICTION, 


WHO FANCIED SHE SHOULD NEVER MORE BE HAPPY. _ 


" / | * 8 1 22 
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Yes, thou ſhalt ſmile again Time always heals 5200 p 
In youth, the wounds of Sorrow. O!]! ſurvey + 
Yon now, ſubſided Deep, thro* Night a prey 
To warring Winds, and to'their furious peals | 

Surging tumultuous !—yet; as in diſmay, 

The ſettling Billows tremble.— Morning ſteals 
Grey on the rocks; and ſoon, to pour the day 
From the ſtreak'd caſt, the_radiant Orb unveils 

In all his pride of light.—Thus ſhall the glow 
Of beauty, health, and hope, by ſoft degrees 
Spread o'er thy breaſt ; diſperſe theſe ſtorms of woe ; 

Wake, with ſweet pleaſure's ſenſe, the wiſh to pleaſe, 
Till from thoſe eyes the wonted luſtres flow, 

Bright as the Sun on calm'd and cryſtal Seas, 


87390 


SONNET xxl. 
ert 10 10 IHE. POPPY... 


While Summer Roſes all their glory yield. 
To crown the Votary of Love and 5 
Misfortune's Victim hails, with many a ssh. 
Thee, ſcarlet Porrv of the pathleſs field, 

Gaudy, yet wild and lone; no leaf to thield | 
Thy flaceid veſt, chat, as che gale blows hi gh, 3 5 
Flaps, and alternate folds around thy bead * 
So ſtands in the long graſs a love-craz'd Maid, 

Smiling bat; while ſtream to every wind = | 
Her gairiſn ribbons, ſmear'd with duſt and r rain ; 7 
But brain-ſick viſions cheat her tortur'd ming, E 199 

And bring falſe peace. Thus, lulling grief and pain, g 


1 


Kind dreams oblivious f rom thy 3 Juice proceed, 


Tnovu \FLIMSY, SHEWY, MELANCHOLY WEED, 


, * 3 
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WRITTEN In A 1e e or 1789. 


Ah, hapleſs Joxs 1 circles yon lunar Sphere y 
Yet the dim Hilo ? whoſe cold powers ordain 
Long o'er - theſe vales ſhou'd ſweep,” in miſty't Ann. 
The pale continuous ſhowers, „ that fullying men 
Thy radiant lilies, towering on the plain 3 | e 
Bend low, with rivel d leaves of canker'd ſtain, 
Thy drench'd a and- heavy roſe. Vet pledg'd and He" 
Fair Hope fill holds the promiſe of the Year; ee 
Suſpends her anchor on the filver horn | 
Of the next wexing Orb, tho? ; Jox2, 15 Day. 
Robb'd bf i its golden e eve, and roſy tmofn, 
And gloomy as the Winter's rigid ſway, 
Leads ſunleſs, linge igering, diſappointing Hours 
Thro? the ans en glades and n ng bowers 
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SONNET LX XIII. 


7 RANSLATION. 
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He why a 418 Ee ay Wiſe SER Any 
Sees himſelf ſunder d from the only mind 101 
Whoſe hopes, and tears, and intereſts, Were Wb 
And blended with his own. No more ſhe lives! 
No more, alas] her death-numb d ear receives 6 clot. 
His thoughts, that trace the Faſt, or anxious wind 
The Future's darkling maze His wiſh refin d, 
The wiſh to pleaſe, exiſts no more, that gives 
The will its energy, the nerves their tone — 5 
He feels the texture of his quiet torr lor ! 7; 
And ſtopt the ſettled courſe that Action drew ; 
Life ſtands ſuſpended — mationleſs- till thrown 
By outward cauſes, into channels new z; — 


But, in the dread ſuſpenſe, how ſinks the Soul forlorn ! 
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SONNET LXXIV. 


In ſultry noon when youthful Mr LTON lay, 
| Supinely ſtretch'd beneatli tlie poplar ſhade - 0) 17 
Lur'd by his Form, a fair Italian Made 
Steals from her loitering chariot, to ſurvexg 
The ſlumbering charms, chat all her ſoul betray. 
Then, as coy fears th admiring gaze upbraids io 0 
Starts; and theſe lines, with hurried pen pourtray d, 
Slides in his half. clos'd hand; and ſpeeds away.— 
Ve eyes, ye human ſtars !—if, thus conceal dd 
FBuy Sleep's ſoft veil, ye agitate my heart. 
„ Ah! what had been its conflict if reveal d 
« Your rays had ſhone ]! Bright Nymph, thy Rediris f 8 
Hopes, that impel the graceful Bard to rove, | 
Seeking thro* Tuſcan Vales his viſianary: Love. 
* This romantic circumſtance of our great Poet's juvenility was inſerted; as a 
well known fact, in one of the General Evening Poſts in the Spring 1789, and id 
was there ſuppoſed to have formed the firſt impulſe 92 his Italian journey. 


(m7) 


SONNET LXXV. 
cwn tber GonTINUED. | 
He found her not ;—yet much the Por found, 
To ſwell Imagination's golden ſtore, 
On Arno's bank, and on that bloomy 0 
Warbling Parthenope; in the wide bound, 
Where Rome's forlorn Campania ſtretches round 
Her ruin'd towers and temples ;—claſſic ore 
Breathing ſublimer ſpirit from the power 
Of local conſciouſneſs, —Thrice happy wound, . 
Given by his ſleeping graces, as the Fair 
Hung over them enamour'd,” the FRY 1 
Thy fond reſult inſpir'd, that wing'd him "IH 
Where breath'd each Roman and each Tuſcan Lyre, 
Might haply fan the emulative ſomes roo cl od 
That roſe 0 'er Dax 's ſong, and rival d Ma Ro's fame. 


* 
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So NET LXXVI. 


THE CRITICS OF-DOCTOR JOHNSON'S SCHOOL *, 


Lo! moderu' Oritics emulouſly dare 
Ape the great Deſpot; throw in 3 tene 
And maſſy words their true no meaning doõẽwwu! 

But while their envious eyes on Genius glare. 
While axioms falſe aſſiduouſly they ſquare errno f 919i WT 
In arrogant antitheſis, a fro pt i ol 
Lours on the bro of Fuſtice, to diſown - ginnen 
The kindred malice with its mimic art. 

Spirit of Common Senſe ] muſt we endure 
The incruſtation hard without the gem? 

Find in th” Anana's rind the wilding ſour, 

The Oak's rough knots on every Offer's ſtem? 
The dark contortions of the Sybil bear, 


Whoſe inſpirations never meet our ear ? 


* In jargon, like the following, copied from a Review, are the works of 
Genius perpetually criticized in our public Prints: © Paſſion has not ſufficient 
* coolneſs to pauſe for metaphor, nor has metaphor ardor enough to keep pace 
6“ with paſſion.” —Nothing can be leſs true. Metaphoric ſtrength of expreſſion 
will burſt even from vulgar and illiterate minds when they are agitated. It is a 


natural effort of rouſed ſenſibility in every gradation, from unlettered ſimplicity to 
the 


1 This idea is from a ſpeech of Mr, Burke's, recorded by Boſwell. 
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SONNET LXXVII. 


O! haſt thou ſeen a vernal Morning bright 


Gem every bank and trembling leaf with dews, 


Tinging the green fields with her amber hues, 


Changing the leaden ſtreams to lines of light? 
Then ſeen dull Clouds, that ſhed untimely night, | 
Roll envious on, and every ray ſuffuſe, Larry 
Till the chill'd Scenes their early beauty loſe, ! | 


And faint, and colourleſs, no more invite "335 
The gliſtening gaze of Joy — Twas emblem juſt 


Of my youth's ſun, on which deep ſhadows fell. 


A 1 
i 

1 

T 


Spread from the RL L oF FRIENDS and Grief's loud guſt 


Reſiſtleſs, oft wou'd waſted tears compel: 
Yet let me hope, that on my darken'd FN 


Science, and pious Truſt, may ſhed proving Tays. 


the m_ 1 no! 2 they ruſh 
upon the mind which it has heated. Similies, it is true, are not natural to ſtrong 
emotion, They are the reſult of ſpirits that are calm, and at leiſure to compare. 
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SONNET LXXVII. 


Sophia tempts me to her ſocial dot Ran 
That mid the vaſt Metropolis ariſcſ 
Where Splendor dazzles, and each Pleaſure vies 
In ſoft allurement ; and each Science calls 

To philoſophic Domes, harmonious Halls. IIb 0291 Al 
And * ſtoried Galleries. With duteous: ſighs, 10 "IE Hof 
Filial and kind, and with averted eyes, 
I meet the gay temptation; as it falls 

From a ſedueing pen.—Here—here I ſtay, -  » 

 Fix'd by Affection's power; nor entertain - 
One latent wiſh, that might perſuade to ſtray - 
From my ag'd Nurlſeling, in his life's dim wane ; 


But, like the needle, by the magnet's ſway, | 


My conſtant, trembling reſidence maintain. brig 


* And ſtoried windows richly dight.“ II. PENSEROS0!: | , | 
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SONNET LXXIX. 


while unſuſpecting truſt in all that wears 
Virtue's bright ſemblance, ſtimulates my heart 
To find its deareſt pleaſures in the part 
Taken in other's joys ; yielding to theirs 

Its own deſires, each latent wiſh that bears 
The ſelfiſh ſtamp, O!] let me ſhun the art 


Taught by ſmooth Flattery in her courtly mart, 


Where Simulation's ſtudied ſmile enſnares 1 
Scorn that exterior varniſh for the Mind : day 
Which, while it poliſhes the manners, veils 
In ſhowy clouds the /o. Een thus we find 
Glaſs, o'er whoſe ſurface clear the pencil ſteals, 
Grown leſs tranſparent, tho? with colours gay, 
Sheds but the darken'd and ambiguous ray. 
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SONNET LXXX. 
As lightens the brown Hill to vivid green 
When juveneſcent April's ſhowery Sunn 
Looks on its ſide, with golden glance, at Noon; 
So on the gloom of Life's now faded ſcene 
Shines the dear image of thoſe days ſerene, 


From Memory 's conſecrated treaſures won 


The days that roſe, ere youth, and years were flown, 


Soft as the morn of May ;—and well I wee 

If they had clouds, in Time's alembic clear | 
They vaniſh'd all, and their gay viſion glowW 
In brightneſs unobſcur'd ; and now they wear 


A more than priſtine ſunnineſs, which throws 


Thoſe mild reflected lights that ſoften care 
Loſs of loy'd Friends, and all the train of Woes. 


* 
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SONNET LXXXI. 
ON A LOCK OF MISS SARAH SEWARD'S HAIR 


WHO DIED IN HER TWENTIETH YEAR. 


My Angel Siſter, tho? thy las form 
Periſh'd in Youth's gay morning, yet is mine 


8 9 
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This precious Ringlet !1—ſtill the ſoft hairs ſhine, 
Still-glow the nut- brown tints, all bright and warm 
With ſunny gleam Alas! each kindred charm 
Vaniſh'd long ſince ; deep in the ſilent ſhrine 
Wither'd to ſhapeleſs Duſt — and of their grace 951 
Memory alone retains the faithful trace.— 
Dear Lock, had thy ſweet Owner liv'd, ere now 
Time on her brow had faded thee My care 
Screen'd from the ſun and dew. thy golden glo-; 
And thus her early beauty doſt thou wear. . 
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Thou a/! of that fair Frame my love cou'd ſave 
From the reſiſtleſs ravage of the Grave ! 
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SONNET LXXXII. 


From a riv'd Tree, that ſtands beſide the grave 
Of the Self-laughter'd, to the miſty Moon 
Calls the complaining Owl in Night's pale noon ; 
And from a hut, far on the hill, to rave 

Is heard the angry Ban-Dog. With loud wave 
The rous'd and turbid River ſurges down, 
| Swoln with the mountain-rains, and dimly ſhown 
Appals the Senſe, —Yet ſee l from yonder cave, 
Her ſhelter in the recent, ſtormy ſhowers, 82. 
With anxious brow, a fond expecting Maid 
Steals towards the flood !—Alas — for now 9 

Her Lover's vacant boat! the broken oars 

Roll down the tide What images invade I 
Aghaſt ſhe ſtands, the Statue of her fears ? 
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SONNET LXXXIIL. 


ON CATANIA AND SYRACUSE 
SWALLOWED UP BY EARTHQUAKE. 


FROM THE ITALIAN OF FILACATA. 


Here, from We Art, e Jaco ye roſe 1 
Here, in an inſtant; ſunk |—nor ought remains 
Of all ye were In the wade, | lonely plains 
Not e'en a ſtone, that might theſe words diſcloſe, . 

Here ſtood CaTANnia z”—or whole ſurface ſhows. 
That this was Syn cv3z ut louring reigns 
A trackleſs v E80LATION.—Dim Domains! 


Pale, mournful Strand l how oft, with anxious throes, 


Seek I ſad relies, which no ſpot ſupplies l— 

A SILENCE—a fix'd HorroR fears my ſoul. 

Arreſts my foot Dread Doom of human crimes. 
What art thou ?—Ye o'erwhelmed Ci ities, rife ! ! 

That your terrific ſkeletons may ſcowl 
Portentous warning to ſucceeding Times ! 
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And Nature to the waſte dominion yields, ati 17 . 1 e 
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SONNET LXXXIV. 


| | LOOM: CET Bs, Ao ft £6 4: 4 1 
While one ſere leaf, that parting Autumn gilds, 


Trembles upon the thin, and naked ſpray, . 
November, dragging on his ſunleſs day, | 
Lours, cold and ſullen, on the watry fields; © 


Stript her laſt robes, with gold and purple gay. 
So droops my life, of your ſoft beams deſpoil'd, 50 20 
Vouth, Health, and Hope, that long yy ſmil/d; 
And the wild carols, andithe-bloouy hues 13907 T 
Of merry Spring- time, {ſpruce on every 4 * 
Her half- blown buſhes, moiſt With ſunny rain, 


More penſive thoughts in my ſunk heart infuſe 5 
Than Winter's grey, and deſolate domain 
Faded, like my loſt Vouth, that no bright Spring renews. 
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Makck, tho' the Hours of 'promiſe with bright ray, 
May gild thy noons, yet, on wild pinion borne, 
Loud Winds more often rudely wake thy wag 
And harſhly hymn thy early-cloſing day. 

Still the child Earth wears, with her treſſes horn; 
Her bleak, grey garb :—yet not for this we mourn, 


Nor, as in Winter's more enduring ſway; | 
With feſtal viands, and Aſſociates gay, | 

Arm *gainſt the Skies nor. hun the piercing gale; - =_ U | 
But, with blue cheeks, and with diſorder d hair, . 18 
Meet its rough breath ;—and peep for primroſe _ 15 | | J 

Or lurking violet, under hedges. barm | 4 | 
And, thro' long evenings, from our Lares * claim EY = 
The thrift of ſtinted grate, and ſullen flame. 
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SONNET 'LXXXVI. 
10 THE LAKE/OF KILLARNEY *. 


Pride of Ierneꝰs Sea-encircled. 8 mals * for, tt 35 N 
Rival of all Britannia's Naiads a. 7115 bl. 5 1 EVE 
Magnificent Killarney |—from thy coaſt. 120ʃ⁴cʃ 
Tho? mountains riſe with nobleſt woods ee d. FP 

Tho? ten- voiced Echos fend the cannon's ſound 

In thunders burſting the vaſt rocks around, 
Till ſtartled Wonder and Delight exhauſt | 
In countleſs repercuſſion—Iſles 'emboſt 
Upon thy liquid glaſs ; their bloomy veil 5 
Sorbus and irbutus yet not for thee 

So keenly wakes our local ecſtacy; 

= | As o'er the narrow, barren, filent Dale, 28101 / amv 

| Where deeply ſleeps, rude circling Rocks among. 

The Love-devoted Fount enamour d PETR ARCH ſung. 


Wie I - 
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Ws 5 : . This Bebe was wilthen enn nnd a-debetocicn wt ths 
immediately after that of the Vale of Vaucluſe, uncultivated and comparatively 


deſert as the latter has been through more than the preſent Century. 


'SONNET LXXXVII, 


TOA YOUNG LADY, 3 | 
ADDRESSED By A GENTLEMAN CELEBRATED ron HIS POETIC TALENTS, 


Round Cleon's brow the' Delphic laurels twine, 
And lo! the laurel decks Amanda's breaſt ! ' ' 
Charm'd ſhall he mark its gloſſy branches ſhine. 
On that contraſting ſnow ;. ſhall ſee;expreſs/d-, ak 
Love's better omens, in the green hues dreſs'd 
Of this ſelected foliage.—Nymph, /'tis thine. 
The warning ſtory; on its leaves to find, 
Proud Daphne 8 fate, impriſon'd in its BY 9 
And with its umbrage veil'd, great Pheebus* power 16 Ä 
Scorning, and bent, with feet of wind, to 8 
His ſwift purſuit, till on Theſſalian ſlore 
Shot into boughs, and rooted to the ſoil. 
Thus warn'd, fair Maid, Apollo's ire to 6 ann. : 
Soon may his Spray's and Vor AR 's lot be one. 
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SONNET LXXXVIN. * 


The three following Sonnets. are written in the character of Werter ; the ſentiments and 


images chiefly, but not intirely taken from one of his letters. 
nE PROSPECT A FLOODED YALE, 
Up this bleak Hill, in wintry Night's dread hour, 
With mind congenial to the ſcene, I come 
To ſee my Valley in the lunar gloony, 
To ſee it he. Amid the cloudy Jour - 
Gleams the cold Moon and ſhows the ruthleſs power 
| Of yon ſwoln Floods, that white with turbid foam 
Roll o'er the fields ;—and, billowy as they roam, 
Againſt the buſhes beat !—A Vale no more, 
A troubled Sea, toſs'd by the furious Wind J== 
Alas ! the wild and angry Waves efface 
Pathway, and hedge, and bank, and ftile —I find 
But one wide waſte of waters In controul 


Thus dire, to tides of Miſery and Diſgrace 


| Love opes the flood- gates of my ſtruggling Soul. 


( 91 } 
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ONT TOWER 


Yon late but gleaming Moon, in hoary light | 
Shines out unyeil'd, - and on the cloud's dark fleece | 
Reſts but her ſtrengthen d beams appear to increaſe = 
The wild diſorder of this troubled Night. 


Redoubling Echos ſeem yet more to excite, VR 
7 The roaring Winds and Waters Ah! why, . 
Reſolves, that promis'c d everlaſting peace, 

3 And drew my ſteps to this incumbent height? 

W 1 vim !—I ſhudder !—ftretch my longing arms | 

| O'er the ſteep cliff My ſwelling ſpirits brave 
The leap, that quiets all theſe dire alarms, 
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And floats me toſſing on the ſtormy waye | 
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. But Oh ! what roots my feet ?—what ſpells, * charms 
The daring purpoſe of my Soul enſſave? | 
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SONNET XC. 
' SUBJECT CONTINUED. 
My hour is not yet come {—theſe burning eyes 
Have not yet look'd their 2 /—elſe,” mid the roar 
Of this wild STozM, what gloomy j joy to pour a 
My freed, exhaling Soul — ſublime to riſe, 
Rend the conflicting clouds, inflame the ſkies, 
And laſh the torrents !—Bending to explore. 
Our evening ſeat, my ſtraining eye once more 
Roves the wide watry Waſte ;—but nou ght deſcries 
Save the e pale Flood, o'erwhelming as it ſtrays. 
Yet Ob leſt my remorſeleſ $ Fate decree 
That all I love, with life's s extinguiſh'd rays 
Sink from my ſoul, to ſoothe this agony, 
To balm that life, whoſe loſs may forfeit thee, 
CoME DEAR REMEMBRANCE OF DEPARTED Days! 
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SONNET XCI. 


On the fleet ſtreams, the Sun, that late aroſe, | 
In amber radiance plays ;—the tall young graſs 


No foot hath bruis'd clear Morning, as I paſs, 
Breathes the pure gale, that on the bloſſom blows 2 
And, as with gold yon green hill's ſummit glows, 
The lake inlays the vale with molten glaſs.— 
Now is the Year's: ſoft youth ;—yet me, alas! 155 
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Cheers not as it was wont; —impending woes 
Heigb on my heart the joys, what ont were mine, 
Spring leads not back j — and thoſe that yet remain 
Fade while ſhe blooms.— Each hour more lovely ſhine: 
Her cryſtal beams, and feed her floral Train; 
But ah with pale, and waning fires, decline 
Thoſe eyes, whole light my filial hopes ſuſtain. 
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SONNET XCII 


Behold that Tree, in Autumn's dim decay, 
Stript by the frequent, chill, and eddying Wind; 
Where yet ſome yellow, lonely leaves we find 
Lingering and trembling on the naked ſpray, 
Twenty, perchance, for millions whirl'd away! 
Emblem, alas ! too juſt, of Humankind 
Vain Max expects longevity, deſign'd 
For few indeed ; and their protracted dax 
What is it worth that Wiſdom does not ſcorn? 
The blaſts of Sickneſs, Care, and Grief appal, 
That laid the Friends in duſt, whoſe natal morn 
Roſe near their own and folemn is the call 
Vet, like thoſe weak, deſerted leaves forlorn, 
Shivering they cling to life, and fear to fall ! 


x 


„ 8 — 


(3s) F 


SONNET XCIII. 


Yon ſoft Star, peering o'er the ſable cloud, 
Sheds its * green luſtre thro? the darkſome air. 
Haply in that mild Planet's cryſtal ſphere 
Live the freed Spirits, o*er whoſe timeleſs ſhroud 
Swell'd my lone ſighs, my tearful ſorrows flow'd. 
They, of theſe long regrets perhaps aware, 
View them with pitying 1ſmiles.—O ! then, if cer 
Your guardian cares may be on me beſtow'd, 
For the pure friendſhip of our youthful days, 


Ere yet ye ſoar'd from earth, illume my heart, 
That roves bewilder'd in Dejection's night, 
And lead it back to peace las now ye dart, 
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From your pellucid manſion, the kind rays, 
That thro' miſſeading darkneſs ſtream ſo bright. 


* The luſtre of the brighteſt of the Stars always appeared to me of a green hue; 
and they are fo deſcribed by Offian. 
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All is not right with him, who ill ſuſtains 
Retirement's ſilent hours. Himſelf he flies, 
Perchance from that inſipid equipoiſe, 

Which always with the hapleſs mind remains 

That feels no native bias ; never gains 
One energy of will, that does not riſe 

From ſome external cauſe, to which he hies 
From his own blank inanity.— When reigns, 

With a ſtrong, cultur'd mind, this wretched hate 
To commune with himſelf, from thought that tells 
Of ſome loſt joy, or dreaded ſtroke of Fate 

He ſtruggles to eſcape ;—or ſenſe that dwells 

On ſecret guilt towards God, or Man, with weight 
Thrice dire, the ſelf-exiling flight impels, 


SONNET xcV. 


On the damp margin of the Godin 1 . 
Beneath a rock, what time the riſing 8 9 
Mourns o'er the waters, and, with folemn roar, 

Vaſt billows into caverns {urging pour, 

And back recede alternate; while combin d 
Loud ſhriek the ſea-fowls, harbingers aſſign'd, 
Clamorous and fearful, of the ſtormy hour; 
To liſten with deep thought thoſe awful ſounds; 

Gaze on the boiling, the tumultuous waſte, 


Or promontory rude, or craggy mounds | 
Staying the furious main, delight has caſt 
O'er my rapt ſpirit, and my thrilling heart, 
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Dear as the ſofter joys green vales impart. ' - 


1 -naid) 10 
Lonely at eve to wander; reli, 
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SONNET XCVI. 


The breathing freſhnefs of the ſhining Morn, eb 5111 ft. ; 
Whoſe beams glance yellow on the diſtant fields; f 
A ſweet, unutterable pleafure yields 197 501 & Hf 
Jo my dejected ſenſe, that turns with ſcorn 
From the light joys of Diſſipation De in | | 
Sacred Remembrance all my bonne: ooo bns 
Againſt each glittering lance the gaity wields;- | | 
Warring with' fond Regrets, that ſllent mum i 
The Heart's dear comforts loſt.— But, Narunx, th u. 
Thou art reſiſtleſs ſtill; and yet I Ween 
Thy preſent balmy gals, and vernal blow; | 
To Memozy owe the magie of their feerie; 
For with ſuch fragrant! breath, ſaci ofithit rays, 
Shone the ſoft mornings of my youthful days. ; 
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Now that angelic. lights the Sou inveſt, 
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 SONNET xn. 
$2 10 A COOLS 
Thou ſilent b of 0 our en . 8 
Sickneſs, and pain, debility, and woes, . 


All the dire train of jlls; Exiſtence knows, 1 
Thou ſhutteſt out ,»oR R ER Why then weep 


This fix'd tranquillity, ſo long. 1 ⁰ deep! 


In a dear Fa THER's clay: cold Form 8 roſe 
No energy, enlivening Health beſtows, 
Thro* many a tedious year, that us'd to creep 
In languid deprivation While, the flame 
Of intellect, reſplendent once ry 4, 
Dark, and more dark, each paſſing day 1 


Calm let me yield to zhee a joy leſs Frame, 
Trov s SILENT Doo or aer REST. 


n, March 1790. 
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7 -SONNEP xc. 


. 


Since my griev'd mind forme energy regains, | 

| Induſtrious habits can, at times, repreſs 
The weight of filial woe, the deep diſtreſs AIAN 
Of life-long ſeparation ; yet its pains, 0 eld 

Oft do they throb along theſe fever'd veins,— 
My reſt has loſt its balm the fond careſs 
Wont the dear aged forchead to impreſs” {> 7552 5 11 
At midnight, as he ſlept - nor now obtains - 

My upriſing the bleſt news, that cou'd impart 
Joy to the morning, when its dawn had brought nl 
Some health to that weak Frame, oer which my heat 


With fearful fondneſs yearn'd, and anxious thought,— — 


Time, and the I op E that robs the mortal Dart 
Of its fell ting, ſhall cheer me as they ought. 


[ ( 1601) 


SONNET XCIX. 
ON THE VIOLENT THUNDER STORMS. 
DECEMBER 1590. 


Remorſeleſs WINTER | in thy iron reign > 4 


The /ong long night, —the tardy, leaden morn ; 
The grey froſt, riv'ling lane, and hill, and plain; 
Chill ſilent ſnows, and heavy, pattering rain. | 
. Theſe are thy known allies ;—and' Life forlorn, 


But now, Uſurper, thou haſt madly torn 
From Summer's hand his ſtores of angry ſway ; 
His rattling thunders with thy winds unite, 
On thy pale ſnows thoſe livid lightnings play, 
That pour their deathful ſplendors o'er his ni ght, 


To poiſe the pleaſures of his golden day, 
Soft gales, blue ſkies, and long- protracted light. 


Comes the loud whirlwind, on thy pinion borne ; 


Yet patient, droops, nor breathes repinings vain ; 


* 


. +. 
* 
n - 
' 
\ 1 N 
' 
3 
(] 
1 
v 
1 
k - 
ih 
15 ya 

9 
q 9 5 

0 \ 

f " 
o 
. £ 
» *. 
*+- 
1 
| 4 - 41. 
0 U 
4 | 
k : : 

: 

Tn 
. 

j 
4 b, * 

= 
th Y * 
. 

„ . 

* = 5 
* 

8 f 

[> FR 

! 

7 .* 
WW 3 
4 "i þ 
\ 4 
1 . 

5 ; 
wy 
—_ 
4 16 ' 
1. a i . 

i 

_ 

6 } 
Fl 1 
: 

1 0 | 
* N 
* 
1 
— 14 . 

= 

a7 k 

* 14 

* h 
4 93 4 
> ' \ 
jt 
> 4 4 
1 „5 


.. 
| 1 

* 

: | "þ 
4 

4 " 


K 
2 rr VS) 


— 


* * = : 4 
_—— : af . _ 
8 ** * 
8 I — p 5 
CODE A „» »»»»»ꝶ(„U,/(q 2 % ˙· — ³q— 
* 5 * * 5 1 A «A 
TY — r * — 4 - 4 * a I - — 


— 


(402) 


SONNET C. 
WRITTEN i DECEMBER 1790. 


Lyre of the Sonnet, that full many a time 
Amus'd my laſſitude, and,ſooth'd my.pains, _ 
When graver cares- forbade the lengthen 'd ſtrains, 
To thy brief bound, and oft-returning, chime 

A long farewell !—the ſplendid; forms of Rhyme 
When Grief in lonely orphaniſm reigns, | 
Oppreſs the drooping Soul.—-DEATH's dark. domains 
Throw mournful ſhadows. o'er. the Aonian clime ; 

For in their ſilent bourne my. filial bands | 
Lie all diffolv'd and ſwiſtly-waſting pour _ 
From my frail glaſs of life, health's ſparkling fands. 


Sleep then, my LVRE, thy tuneful talks are o'er, 


Sleep for my heart bereav'd, and liſtleſs hands 


Wake with rapt touch thy glowing dinge no more 
e 
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PARAPHRASES and IMITATIONS 
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G1 RANSLATIONS ſcrupulouſly faithful ure apt to be gif. = 
vapid and - obſcure, from chè often irreconcilably different nature il 
; of languages, from local cuſtoms, and from alluſions to circum- | it 
W ſtances! over Which time has drawn a veil. In attempting to put L 0 
che moſt admired and intereſting of Horace's Odes into Engliſh 9 
: Verſe, I have taken only the Poet's general idea, frequently it 
: expanding it, to elucidate the ſenſe, and to bring the images more 9 ! 
. diſtinctly to the eye; induced by the hope of thus infuſing into | 
de Paraphraſes the ſpirit of original compoſition, Neither have 1 
| 1 ſcrupled to follow the example of Dryden and Pope, by ſome- {| | 
5 times adding ideas and imagery congenial to the ſubject, and | | pf 
E thus to tranſlate Horace Mae a Fom rather than a Verſifier. | b 
1 The anal 3 1 or 3 nes It Bens my power % 
to paraphraſe the Odes of Horace, prompted the late Mr. Grove 
of Lichfield; and the late Mr. Dewes of Wellſburn in Warwick- 

ſhire, to requeſt that I would undertake the taſk reſpecting thoſe 

whofe ſubjects beſt pleaſed me. Net acquainted with each other, 

che coincidence of their opinion and requeſt was flattering. They 

were extenſively known to be Gentlemen of diſtinguiſhed: vir- 

tues, muthclafſig, erudition, and poetic taſte; beneide wot 

6 Bleſt with each talent, and each af tb pleafe; OO. 
* And born to writes.copyerſe, apd live at eaſe.“ 
2 45 
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had been ſubmitted to their reviſion and correction, and had 


( 


Mr. Dewes was the highly eſteemed Friend of Dr. Parr, Mr. 
Grove of Lord Sheffield. A beautiful epitaph i in verſe, written 
by Mr. Grove, on his 1 e is one of the chief orna. 


ments of Lichfield Cathedral. 


The imitation of che | Ode to Delius, applied to Mr. Erſkine, 
was written fince the lamented death of thoſe Gentlemen, which 
happened in the meridian of their days, All the other Paraphraſes 


been honoured by their warm praiſe. That confciouſneſs makes 
me indifferent to the expected cavils of illiberal eriticiſm. 

Men of letters have often obſerved to me, that in paraphraſing 
Horace, my ſex would be an unpardonable crime with every 
Pedant, whether within, or without the pale of profeſſional 
criticiſm. It is not in their power to ſpeak or write more con- 
temptuouſly of my Horatian Odes than the Critics of Dryden“ 
and Pope's time, in the literary journals of that Period, wrote 
of their Tranſlations from Homer, Virgil, Horace, Boccace, and 
Chaucer, Inſtances of that public abuſe are triumphantly inſerted 


4 by Warburton in his Edition of. Pope's works. See Appendix 


to the Dunciad. It is re-publiſhed there, to Juſtify ſome of the 
perſonal ſeverities of add 8 2 — _ 5d e£25rdut Ron 


Moſt of the notes to the 3 Paraphraſcs a are | addreſſed to 


their unlearned Readers, ſince no altuſion can intereſt which | 1s 
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M =ceNas, from Etrurian Princes ſprung, 
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BOOK THE FIRST, ODB/THB FIRST) 
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For whom my golden Iyre I firung, 


Friend, Patron, Guardian of its riſing ſong. vel N 


O mark the Vouth, that AYE 7 along, 
With triumph 1 in his air; 
Proud of Olympic: duſt, that foils 


His burning cheek and tangled hair! ea = 
Mark how he ſpreads the palm, that, F 4 his tolls 

Each look the throbbing hope reveals: . 

That his fleet ſteeds and ndlir heals. | 
Swept round the Kkilfully-ayoided goal, 6 
Shall with illuſtrious Chiefs his echo d game genre ol. 
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The ſtormy South howls thro? the fullen cloud, 24 255 
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] And ſee 1|—his new-trimm'd veſſel gaily rides — it #1614 


# nk Bas BR: » "4 85 1. bY 4 "1 , 3 1 2 * „ 5 15 4 
Nor caſts one look behind to the ſafe, ſylvan valeQ. 


12 1 ; 
II. 
Who the civic crown obtains, 


* 4 
» 8 


Or bears into his granaries large 
The plenteous tribute of the Libyan Plains; 
Or he, who watches ſtill a rural charge, | 

O'er his own fields directs the plough,. 


Sees his own fruitage 1 load the bough ; 3.5 


Theſe would'ſt thou tempt to brave the faithleſs main, 


And tempt with: regal wealth; thy effort ſhould be vain. 


* 


5 


Contending billows roar aloud! n CORR 26. 
The Merchant' fees the gathering anger riſe,” aT. bas. % 
And ſends a thouſand yearning _ or Anf C 07 

To his dear ſhelter'd home.: 111 ⁰ 

Its ſhades receive him ut the tilt 20 g, 0 b 

Grow ſmooth — the wild winds ceaſe! to roar ; ud 2 1. 

Fir'd with the hope of wealth, once more 

He quits, ſo hardly Bain d. the ſhore; 9991 £4 tk 
Watches, with eager eye, the unfurling fail, | 
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77 Lo! while: the Matron' 's tender breaſt they rend,, " + i | ls 
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* The 1 of gay, luxurious rate, ii nay Te 
Breaks, in the arbutus? ſoft len foods bien 


The precious day with: interrupting feaſt MovorD who Ln 


Or quaffs, by ſome clear fountain in a „ 
The mellow wine of 26-4: a Bf i 4310 bn A 
While in vain the purer ſtream. T's: gk 5 

Courts him, as gently the green bank it akin vol wilt 


To blend. th*enfevering draught with. i its pellucid waves. 


/ 


e 


Th' uplifted trumpet, and the edi ſend,. 
Confus d, the mingled clang afar: ; 


Her Soldier hails that din of © war.— "2 ol. Yor a" = Wine 
The i Chaſe defired, 7 by CE oy e 
Far other Laas tlie Hunter charms 3 * 34 Lnooobqey = ; 


By the enlivening ſhout inſpired; . 
He breaks from his young Bride's encircling arms z; 
Nor heeds the morning's wintry gale, . 

While his deep-mouth'd hounds inhale | 
The tainted breeze, or hold the ſtag at- bay; 

Or while, from ma Es toils, the wild boar burſts away. 


* The Nona) in 8 made 0 8 meal till the buſineſs of the days 
was over. They conſidered a mid-day. feaſt as a mark of indolence and me 85 


0 . 


10) 2 e 
II. 

Tux bright Learning's GR 40 8 

Exalts above a mortal fate; | 218518 
Me ſhady Groves, light . and id en adit 
Raiſe o'er the Crowd, in ſweet _— _ 

And there is heard the Leſbian _ 
And there Euterpe' s Dorian flute: 
But, ſhould' thou rank me with the LTR 1e Cuors, 

To GToxx's ſtarry heights thy Poet would aſpire 


— 


# « Dili miſcent ſuperis.] A manner of expreſſion not unuſual amongſt the 
* Greeks and Latins, for any eminent degree of happineſs. Unleſs we adopt 
this explanation of the words, ſays Dacier, we ſhall make Horace guilty of 4 


ec manifeſt coritradiion, fince a few lines farther he tells his Patron, that hit 


« ſuffrage, not the ivy craws is that, which will exalt him to the ſkies. The 
« judicious emendation of the late Biſhop of Chicheſter, who for Me detarun, 
&© reads Te doearum, removes all objection; and adds beauty to the Ode by the 
te fine compliment it contains to Mecenas, Nye Hon. 
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© - BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE FIFTH. 


Where roſes flaunt beneath ſome pleaſant cave, 
Foo charming Pyrrha, what enamour'd Boy, 
Whoſe ſhining locks the breathing odors lave, 

| Woos thee, exulting in a tranſient joy? | 

For whom the fimple band doſt thou prepare, 
That lightly faſtens back thy golden hair? . 


Alas | how ſoon ſhall this devoted Youth 

Love's tyrant ſway, and thy chang'd eyes deplore, 
Indignant eurſe thy violated truth, . —_ 

And count each broken promiſe o'er and o'er, 
Who hopes to meet, unconſcious of thy wiles,, 
Looks ever vacant, ever facile ſmiles ! 


He, inexperienc'd Mariner ! ſhall gaze 

In wild | amazement on the ſtormy deep, 

Recall the flattery of thoſe ſunny days. 

That lull'd each ruder wind to calmeſt ſſeep. 

'T was then, with jocund hope, he ſpread the ſuil, 
In raſh dependence on the faithleſs gale, 
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Ah Wretch ! to whom untried thou ſeemeſt fair! 


By me, who late thy halcyon, ſurface ſung, | 
4 The walls of Neptune s fane inſcrib'd, declare 

That I have dank and dropping. garments hung, 
Devoted to the Gop, whoſe kind decree 
Snatch'd me.to ſhore, from an 0 erwhelming ſea, 
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Horace alludes to the cuſtom of the Roman Mariners after a ſhipwreck— 
that of ſuſpending their garments, which had been drenched in the ſtorm, in 
the temple of Neptune, together with a votive tablet, on which the circum- 
ſtances of the danger and —_ were * 
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ro *MUNATIUS PLANCUS. 


3 Nen FIRST, ODE THE SEVENTH. 


. 3 1 
1 f 1 0 


Be far-farg'd + Rropes the theme of lofticr ey: 0 
Or + M1TY LENE; as their Bard decrees; | 
Or Er HE SUS, where great Diana reigns, 
Or CorinTn, towering twixt the rival ſeas ; 
Or THrEBEs, illuſtrious in thy birth divine, 


Purpureal Ba cc HUS or of PuotBus? ſhrine 


* He had twice been Conſul; was of Brutus' and Caſſius' party, but went over 
to Auguſtus, who received him with kind reſpect. However he revolted from 
him, perſuaded by the Friends of Marc Antony, that the Battle of Actium would 
decree the Empire to that General. The event, fo contrary, brought Munatius 
back to the feet of Auguſtus, but he was not received with former kindneſs, nor 
did he deſerve it, and retired, chagrined, to his ſine ſeat at Tivoli, in the wood of 
Tiburnus, ſo called from the neighbouring city, Tibur. There alſo, and near the 
falls of Tivoli, deſcribed at full in Mr. Gray's letters, Horace had a villa. The 
Poet, perceiving the ſpirits of Munatius dejected, writes this Ode to reconcile him 
to his deſtiny, and to inſpire him with delight in the beautiful Scenery by which 
he was ſurrounded ; infinuating, that ſhould Auguſtus baniſh him, which was no 
improbable event, he ought not to deſpond, but to form his conduct upon the 
ſpirited example of Teucer ; ; who, together with his Friends and Followers, was 
baniſhed his native City, Salamis, by his Father, becauſe he had not revenged 
upon the Greeks the death of his Brother Ajax. The diſintereſted deſign of this 
Ode, and the humane attention it pays to a diſgraced Nobleman, are much to the 
Poet's honor, who was perhaps, in general, more W N to gratulate the 
Powerful, than to ſooth the Unfortunate. 

Rhodes, the Capital of an Iſland of the ſame name in the Mediterranean, and 
famous for the Colaſſal Statue. 

+ Mitylene, the chief City of Leſbos, praiſed 5 Cicero for its . 
tuation, elegant buildings, and fertile ſoil. 
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DeLPnos oracular; or warbling hail 


Theſſalian TEMPE's flower- embroider d vale. 
| 3 f * 2. — 17 F 1 1 CK 


The Art-crown'd City, chaſte MixxRvA“ s pride, 

There are, whoſe endleſs numbers have pourtray d; 
They, to each tree that ſpreads its branches wide. 

Prefer the * tawny Olive's ſcanty ſnade. 

Many, in Juno's honor, ſing thy meads 1 

Green ARGos, glorying in thy agile-ſteeds; © 

Or opulent My ENR, whoſe proud fanes 

The blood of murder'd AG aMEMNon ſtains. 


Nor patient LacED MON wakes my lyre, 
Who trains her Sons to all the Warrior's toil ; 
Nor me TLARISSA's airy graces fire, 

Tho? round her hills the golden vallies ſmile: : 
But my lov'd manſion, 'mid the circling wood, 
On the green bank of clear Albiinea' s flood, 

Its walls reſounding with the echo'd roar, 


As Anio's torrents down the mountain pour. 


6 9 Olive, It was believed that Minerva preſented the ſeed of the S ton 
tree to the Athenians. 


+ Lariſſa, a beautiful City, upon one of the hills in Theſſaly. N 


IE + 


( ris ) 
Amid my blooming orchards pleas'd I rove, 
Guiding the ductile courſe of murmuring rills ; Ne 5 
Or mark the curtains of the ſacred grove | 


FR 


Sink in the vales, or ſweep along the hills. 

* Ah Friend! if round my cell ſuch grates ſhine, 
The PALACE of Tiburnian Shades is thin: 
She every feature of tho Scene commands, 8 

And Empreſs of its varied beauty lands: ;i:- © -0 


7-0 0 2 


4 Food f . 51 8 
5 — f "LF. off F 
7 hor —— E 9 Ws 2 * 4 
* n > -o#*. Me > 1 [I'S 


Dor Ak ERR 9.5 bg. > 
2 U 97 Tx 7 Ws : 
4 my 8 * IJ >=. OD . bn 


fs SIE Sb 


Tho? frequent miſts the young: Favonius ſhroud, - | 
Bending his flagging: wing with heavy rains, 

Yet oft he chaſes every ſhowery cloud, | 
Winnowing, with pinion light, th? aerial plains z 0 

Ah! thus from thee let each datk vapor roll, 

That raſh Ambition gathers on the fol; 

The jocund Pleaſures in her abſence riſe, 

Glow in the breaſt, and ſparkle in the ys. 
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This ſurely muſt be the Poet's meaning in mentioning his cer villa, when 
he is endeavouring to awaken in Munatius a taſte for the ſurrounding beauties of 
his more magnificent ſeat. Commentators rationally conelude that ſome connecting 
lines have been loſt from the latin of this Ode. It appears to me, that the idea 
which thoſe diſmembered lines conveyed, muſt neceſſarily have been the com- 
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And thou, MuNATIU s, whether Fate ordain 


The Camp thy home, with glancing javelins bricht; Ih 


Or if the graces of that fair domain, 
Umbrageous Tivoli, thy ſteps invite 3 


If trumpets found the clang that Warriors love, 


Or round thee trill the choirings of the grove, 
In flowing bowls drown every vain'regret, © 


Enjoy the PRESENT, and the PasT forget F 


The walls of SA LAMIS when FEUcER fled. 


Driven by a Parent's unrelenting frown, ;,, 


Hope from his ſpirit chas'd each anxious dread, 
While on his brow he bound the poplar crown 
In rich libation pour'd the generous wine, 

Then bath'd his temples in the juice divine; 

And thus, with gladden'd eye, and air ſedate, 
Addreſs'd the drooping Followers of his fate. 


1 aka 
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Wherever Deſtiny, a kinder friend 


„Than he who gave me birth, may point the way, 
Thither reſoly d our duteous ſteps ſhall bend; 

Nor know preſaging fear, nor weak delay. 

«© Doubt flies when Teucer leads, and cold deſpair,, 
In Teucer's auſpices, ſhall melt to air; 


* 


6 


{ my 3  - 


Phœbus ordains that, in more favoring ſkies, 


Another profp'rous SaLamis ſhall riſe. — 


So much alike her fountains, fanes, and bowers, 
That een her name ſhall dubious meaning bear ;— 


«© Then, my lov'd Friends, who oft, in darker hours, 
©& Have ſhar'd with me a conflict more ſevere, _ 
Ol let us loſe in wine our ſorrows weight, 

And riſe the maſters of our future fate 


[4 
This night we revel in convivial eaſe, 


« To-morrow ſeck * the vaſt and pathleſs ſeas 5 


- FO. LYDIA... 
BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE EIGHTH. 


O, Lydia! J conjure thee tell 
Why, with perſiſting zeal, thou doſt employ 
The ſtrongeſt power of amorous wiped 356318 Be 
On Sybaris, belov'd too well, © OED 


Wounding his fame amid voluptuous j joy? 


C7 
Why ſhuns he now: the: noon-tide glare. 
Inur'd to whirling duſt, and: ſcorching heat ?. 
Ceaſes the Warrior- veſt to wear 
In which he us'd, with graceful air, 
Aſpiring Youths, all emulous, to meet? 


Why is it now no more his pride 
To rein the ardent horfe with agile arm? 
With new-ſtrung finews to divide 
The yellow Tyber's angry tile. 
When the tempeſtuous ſhowers-its rage alarm? 


Why hates he, as the viper's gore, 
The Wreſtler's oil, that ſupples every vein? 


Why do we ſee his arms no more 
With livid bruiſes ſpotted « o'er, 
Of manly ſports the honorable ſtain ? 


T was his to whirl, with matchleſs kill, 
The glancing quoit, the certain javelin throw, 
While Crowds, with acclamations thrill, | 
The lofty Circus joy'd to fill, 
And all the honors of the Day beſtow. 
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Such fond ſecluſion why deſire ? | 
Thus Thetis' care her blooming Son conceal' A, | 

Ere yet commenc?d that Conteſt dire, 

When mournful gleam'd the funeral pyre, 
Thro? ten long years, on Ilium's purpled field, 


In vain the female veſt he wore, 
That Love maternal might avert his fate; 
Leſt his ſpear drink the Lycian gore, 
Leſt ſinking Troy his force deplore, 
And DeaTH with GLoky meet Him at her gots. 
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TO *THALIARCHUS. 
BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE NINTH.: 


In dazzling whiteneſs, lo] Soracte towers, 
As all the mountain were one heap of ſnow ! 
Ruſh from the loaded woods the glittering ſhowers ; 
The troſt-bound waters can no longer hs 85 


' 
. * 


* This Ode was probably written at the 9 Seat of that Nba. near 
the mountain Soracte, in Taſcany, twenty-ſix miles from Rome. 
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Diſſolve the ice-dart ere it reach thy veins; 


Bring mellow wines to prompt convivial mirth, - 


High Heaven, reſiſtleſs in his varied ſway, 


Speaks !—The wild elements contend no more; 5 


Nor then, from raging ſeas, the foamy ſpray - - - 


Climbs the dark rocks, or curls upon the ſhore. 


And peaceful then yon aged aſh ſhall ſtand ; 
In breathleſs calm the duſky cypreſs riſe ; 
To-morrow's deſtiny the Gods command, 


To- day is thine ; — enjoy it, and be wiſe! 


Youth's radiant tide too ſwiftly rolls away ; 


Now, in its flow, let pleaſures round thee bloom; 


Join the gay dance, awake the melting lay, 
Ere hoary treſſes bloſſom for the tomb ! 


Spears, and the Steed, in buſy camps impel ol. 
And, when the early darkneſs veils the groves, 
Amid the leafleſs boughs let whiſpers ſteal, 


While frolic Beauty ſeeks the near alcoves. _ 


Leet plenteous billets, on the glowing hearth, 


— 


Nor heed th' arreſted ſtreams, or ſlippery plain 
3— 


— 


Soft as thy tip- toe Hips this mazes rove,  - 

A laugh, half-ſmother'd, thy pleas'd ear ſhall meet, 
And, ſportive in the charming wiles of love, | 
Betray the artifice of coy retreat ; 


And then the ring, or, fron 1 ſnowy arm, 
The promis'd bracelet may thy force employ ; ; 
Her feign'd reluctance, height! ning every charm, | 
Shall add new value to the raviſh'd toy. 
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book THE FIRST, ODE THE ELEVENTH, 
LEvUCoNOE, ceaſe preſumptuous to inquire 
Of grave Diviner, if ſucceſſive years 
Onward ſhall roll, ere yet the funeral pyre, 095 
For thee and me, the hand of Friendſhi p rears t 


Ah rather meet, with gay and vacant brow, 
Whatever youth, and time, health, love, and fat . ; 
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If many winters on-the naked trees 2 | | 
Drop in our f ght the paly wreaths of froſt, 2 =. 

Or this for us tlie laft, that from . 


Furls the loud flood on the reſounding coat. — 
Short ſince thou know ſt the longeſt vital line, 


- 


Nurſe the near * and pour the woly wine. 


E'en while we Wel our ſwiftly-paſſing Youth 
Stretches its wing to cold Oblivion's ſhore 5 
Then ſhall the Future terrify, or ſooth, 
Whoſe ſecrets no vain foreſight can explore? 
The Morrow's faithleſs promiſe diſavow, 
And ſeize, thy only boaſt, the Gol DER Now. 
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170 APOLLO. 


BOOK. THE FIRST, ODE THE THIRTY-FIRST, 
What aſks the Porr, when he pours 5 
_ His firſt libation ' in the Delphic Bowers ? 2 
Duteous before the altar ſtanding, 
With lively hope his ſoul expanding, 


O! what demands he, when the crimſon wine 


Flows 1 parklin 8 from the vaſe, and laves the golden ſhrine YM 


— 
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Not the rich and beate n 


Nor ſnowy herds, ſlow winding thro? the plain, 


When warm Calabria's roſy mornings ſmile ;  . . 

Nor gold, nor gems, that India yields, b 

Nor yet thoſe fair and fertile fields, by | 
Which, thro' their flow'ry banks as calm he glides, - 
The filent *Liris* azure ſtream divides. 
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Let thoſe, for whoa! kind fortune fill 
Leads laviſh tendrils o'er the ſloping hill, 

Let ſuch, with care their vineyard dreſſing. 

Their burſting grapes aſſiduous Preſſing, 
Gather, ſelf- gratulant, the coſtly ſtore, 
And of the future year propitious ſuns implore ! 


May luſcious wines, in cups of gold, 
Oft for the wealthy Merchant flow | 
Nor let cold Thrift thoſe plenteous draughts withhold | 
That proſperous Commerce ſhall again beſtow.” 
The flowing bowl he ſafely drains, 
Since every n God n : 
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That more than * once, within the circling” year, 
His prow ſhall o'er the ſra6oth Atlantic fir,” 


Me, let tawny olives feed! 
Me, lenient mallows from the fimple mead [ 

Son of Latona, grant the bleſſing, 

That, a cloudleſs mind poſſeffing, 
And not infirm of frame, in ſoft decay, 
Cheer'd by the breathing lyre, my life may paſs away! 
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BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE THIRTY-EIGHTH. WW 
Boy, not in theſe Autumnal bowers 
Shalt thou the Perſian Veſt diſpoſe, 
Of artful fold, and rich brocade ; 
Nar tie in gaudy knots the ſprays and WW H 
Ah! ſearch not where the lateſt roſe ©: 
Yet lingers | in the ſunny glade 3-4 
Plain be the veſt, and fimple be ? the braid} 


„Ide Peer dems it 5 eule yank of the favor of the Deitiat het the | 
Merchant is enabled a to make: YO" voyages in one n, 9 


ous ſeas. 
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I charge thee with the myrtle wreath 
Not one reſplendent bloom entwine ; 
We both become that modeſt band, 
As ftretch'd my vineyard's ample ſhade beneath, 


— 


Jocund I quaff the roſy wine; 
While near me thou ſhalt ſmiling ſtand, 


And fill the ſparkling cup with ready hand. 
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BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE. SECOND: 


* o 


Dark in the Miſer's cheſt, in hoarded heaps,, 
Can Gold, my SA LLUST, one true joy beſtow, 
Where ſullen, dim, and valueleſs it ſleeps, 
Whoſe worth, whoſe charms, from circulation flow ? 
Ah! hen it ſhines attractive on the thought, SF 
Riſes, with ſuch reſiſtleſs influence fraught. a 
As puts to flight pale Fear, and Scruple cold, 
Till Life, een Life ien, becomes leſs dear than Golds. 


( 126 | hs 
Rome, of this power aware, thy Boner d name 
O Proculeius] ardently adores, 1 35 
Since thou didſt bid thy ruin*d Brothers AY | 
A filial. right in all thy 'well-carn'd Rores.— 
To make the good deed deathleſs as the great, 


Yet fearing for her plumes * Icarian fate, 
This Record, Fame, of precious truſt aware, 
Shall long, on cautious wing, ſolicitouſſy bear. 


And thou, my SaLrvsT, more complete thy WAY. 
Reſtraining the inſatiate luſt. of gain, 

Than ſhould'ſt thou join, by Conqueſt's proud eflay, 
Iberian hills to Libya's ſandy plain; 

Than if the Carthage ſultry Afric boaſts, 

With that which ſmiles on Europe's lovelier coaſts, 


Before the Roman arms, led on by the, 
Should bow the yielding head, the tributary knee. 


Sce bloated Dropſy added ſtrength acquire FO. 
As the-parch'd lip the frequent draught obtains Wt 
Ind feeds the never-quench'd deſire, 
That loaths the n, and the goblet. drains. | 


1 * Penna metuente ſolvi muſt faredy be alluſive to the aching pinions of 1 
and mean, that deeds of private generoſity are apt to melt from the recollection of 
mankind ; while thoſe of what is called heroic exertion go down to Poſterity. 

For this idea of the paſſage the Tranſlator was indebted to a learned Friend. 
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Nor could exhauſted floods the thirſt ſubdue 
Till that dire Cauſe, which ſpreads the livid hue 
Ofer the pale Form, with watry languor ſwell'd, 1 
From the polluted veins, by medicine, be expell'd. 


Virtue, whate' er the dazzled Vulgar dream, 

Denies Phraãtes, ſeated on thy throne, 

Immortal Cyrus, Joy's internal gleam, 

And thus ſhe checks the Crowd's miſtaken tone; 
«© He, only he, who, calmly paſſing by, 

Not once ſhall turn the pure, unwiſhing eye 
On heaps of maſſy gold, that near him glare, | 

© My amaranthine wreath, my diadem-ſhall wear.” 


TO THE HON, THOMAS ERSKINE. 
' HORACE, BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE THIRD, IMITATED. 


\ 


ocradia 1796, 

Conſcious the mortal ſtamp is on thy breaſt, 
O, ERSKINE | ſtill an equal mind maintain, 
That wild Ambition ne'er may goad thy reſt, 


Nor Fortune's ſmile awake thy triumph vain, 


( 128 ) 
| Whether thro? toilſome tho? renowned years 


| T is thine to trace the Law's perplexing maze," 


Or win the 8acRED 8EALs, Whoſe awful cares 


To high decrees devote * honor d — 820% 011 


0 Where filver'd Poplars with che ſtately Pines 
Mix their thick branches in the ſummer fly, 
And the cool ſtream, whoſe trembling ſurface _— 
Laboriouſly —_—_ is hurrying wa WT u ; 


There let thy duteous Train the banquet bring, 
In whoſe bright cups the liquid ruby flows, 
As Life's warm ſeaſon,” on expanded wing, 


Preſents her too, too tranſitory roſe; 


While every Muſe and Grace auſpicious wait, 

As erſt thy Handmaids, when, with brow ſerene, 
Gay thou didſt rove where Buxton views elate 
A golden Palace deck her ſavage ſcene *. | 


The Author had the pleaſure of paſſing i bbnught with Mr. and Mrs, Erſkine 
at Buxton in Auguſt 1796. Pt: | 
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At frequent nn wood th? inſpiring Banaeg 


Before thy days their ſummer-courſe have run, 
While, with clos'd ſhears, the fatal Siſters ſtand; - - 
Nor aim to cut the brilliant thread they ſpun. 


Precarious Tenant of that gay Retreat, 

Fann'd by pure gales on Hampſtead's airy downs, 
Where filial troops for thee delighted wait, 

And their fair Mother's ſmile thy banquet crowns ! 


Precarious Tenant |—ſhortly thou may*ſt leave 

Theſe, and propitious Fortune's golden hoard ; 

Then ſpare not thou the ſtores, that ſhall receive, 
When ſet thy orb, a leſs illuſtrious Lord. 


What can it then avail thee that thy pleas. 
Charm'd every ear with Tu l. LY's periods bland ? 
Or that the ſubject Paſſions they could ſeize, 

And with the thunder of the GREEK command? 


— 


— — 


What can it then avail thee hat thy fame 
Threw tenfold luſtre on thy noble Line? 
Since neither birth, nor ſelf-won glory, claim 
One hour's exemption from the. ſable ſhrine. 
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E'en now thy lot ſhakes in the Urn, whence Fate 
Throws her pale edits in reverſeleſs doom! 
Each iſſues in its turn, or ſoon, or late, 
And lo! the great Man's prize -a $1LENT To Mg! 


TO BARINE. 
BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE EIGHTH. 


BARINE, to thy always broken vows 
Were ſlighteſt puniſhment ordain'd ; 
Hadſt thou leſs charming been 
By one grey hair upon thy poliſh'd brows ; 
If but a ſingle tooth were ſtain'd, 
A nail diſcolour'd ſeen, | | 
Then might I nurſe the hope that, faithful grown, 
The FuTURB might, at length, the guilty PAs r atone. 


But ah! no ſooner on that perjur'd head, 
With pomp, the votive wreaths are bound, 


In mockery of truth, 


Than lovelier grace thy faithleſs beauties ſhed; 


Thou com'ſt, with new- born conqueſt crown'd, 


The care of all our Youth, 


\ 
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Their public care and murmur d praiſes riſe 5 1 


T hy Mother s buried auf che midnight . | t eb 
Of ſilent ſtars, the rolling ſpheres, MC 
Each God, that liſt'ning bows, -  * 
With thee it proſpers, falſe-One ! to profane. 


The Nymphs attend —gay Venus hears, 
And all deride thy vows ; 
And Cupid whets afreſh his burning darts 
On the ſtone, moiſt with blood, that dropt from wounded hearts. 


For thee our riſing Youth to Manhood grow, 
Ordain'd thy powerful chains to wear; 
Nor do thy former Slaves 

From the gay roof of their falſe Miſtreſs go, 
Tho? ſworn no more to linger there 3 | 

Triumphant BeauTY braves 


The wiſe reſolve 3 ere they reach the door, 


Where er the beams are ſhot of thoſe reſiſtleſs eyes. 


Fixes the faltering ſtep to thy magnetic floor. | 
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Thee the ſage Matron fears, intent to warn 


— — — 


Her Striplings ; — Thee the Miſer dreads, 
And, of thy power aware, | 
Brides from the Fane with anxious ſighs return, 
Leſt the bright nets thy beauty ſpreads, 
Their plighted Lords enſnare, 
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Ere fades the marriage torch ; nay even now, 


While undiſpers'd the breath, that form'd the nuptial vow! 


(193) 


*TO TITUS VALGIUS. 
' BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE NINTH. 


Not ceaſeleſs falls the heavy. ſhowers 


That drenches deep the furrow*'d lea ; ; 
Nor do continual tempeſts pour 
On the vex'd Caſpian's billowy ſea ; 


Nor yet the ice, in filent horror, ſtands 
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Thro? al! the paſſing months on pale 4 Armenia's Lands. 
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beloved Son. The poetic literature of Titus Valgius is aſcertained by the ho- 
nourable mention made of him by Horace, in his Tenth Satire, Book the Firſt. 
= Valgius, like Sir Brooke Boothby, in theſe days, had poured forth a train of 
elegiac Sorrows over the blight of his filal hopes. Horace does not ſeverely 
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leaſt, ſuſpend them and ſhare the public joy; for this Ode was compoſed while 
the ſplendid victories, which e had obtained id the Eaſt, were recent. 


— 


even the Caſpian is always tempeſtuous—infinuating, that ene as his grief 
muſt be for ſuch a loſs, it 22 ought not to be inceſſant. 


— 


I The coldneſs of Armenia is well 3 ſurrounded as it is by the high 


always covered With ſnow... 
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* This Ode is addreffed to his Friend, arr illuſtrious Roman, who had loſt a. 


reprove theſe woes, he only wiſhes they may not be eternal, and that he will, at 


+ The Caſpian is a ſtormy and harbourleſs Sea—Yet the Poet abi that not 


mountains of Niphates, Taurus, Pariades, Antiaurus,. and Ararat, which are 
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| Fierce ſtorms do not for ever bend 


The Mountain's vaſt and labouring oak, 
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Nor from the aſh its foliage rend, 'S 
With ruthleſs whirl, and widowing ſtroke ; 
But, Valgius, thou, with grief's eternal lays 
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Mourneſt thy vaniſh'd joys in MysrESs ſhorten'd FRET 
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When * Veſper ables in the welt; 5 
Or flies before the orient ſun, 
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h Riſe the lone ſorrows of thy breaſt, 

N Not thus did aged Neſtor ſhun 

i ; Conſoling ſtrains, nor always ſought the tomb, | 

: Where ſunk his + filial Hopes, in. life. and glory's e 
| Not thus, the lovely T roilus lain, 


His Parents wept the Princely Boy; 


Nor thus his Siſters mourn'd, in vain, 
The blaſted Flower of ſinking Troy:; 


* Vesrer—alike the Evening and Morning Star—appearing f/f and re- 
maining laſt in the Horizon, it uſhers in both the Evening and the Dawn. In 
the firſt inſtance it is called Veſper, or Heſperus, in the laſt Lucifer, or Phoſpher. 
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* 2 Hepes. Antitookus; the -Son of Neſtor, obſerving his Father likely | 
to fall in Battle, by the ſword of his Adverſary, threw himſelf between the 


Combatants, and thus ſacrificed his own life to preſerve that of his Parent. 


( 135 ) 
Ceaſe, then, thy fond complaints |—Auguſtus? Finns, 
The new Cefarian wreaths, let thy lov'd voice proclaim 


So ſhall the liſtening World be told 8 5 
* Medus, and cold Niphates guide, He 

With all their mighty Realms controul'd, 
Their late proud waves in narrower tide ; 

That in ſcant ſpace their ſteeds the + Scythians rein, 

Nor dare tranſgreſs the bounds our Victor Arms ordain, 


\ 


— —— 


1 By the Rivers Medus, Jour Niphates, are meant the Parthians, or Scythians, 
for they are the ſame people, and the Armenians. The River Tigris, riſing in the 
cold Mountain, Niphates, Horace gives its name to the Stream, as he does that 
of Medus to the Euphrates, which Plato afferts to have been formerly ſo called. 
Uniting thoſe Rivers in his verſe, the Poet means to denote * Roman n 
over two Enemies widely diſtant from each other. 


The Seythians, or Parthians, were a warlike People, famous for their 
Equeſtrian proweſs, for the ſpeed of their horſes, and for the unerring aim of 
their arrows, ſhot when flying on full ſpeed. Auguſtus obliged their King, 
Phraates, not only to reſtore the Roman Standards and Priſoners, taken _ 
years dan, but to withdraw his Troops from Armenia. 
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"TO LICINIUS MURENA®. 
BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE TENTH- : 
Not always, dear Licinius, is it wiſe 
On the main Sea te ply the daring Oar ; 
Nor is it ſafe, from dread of angry Skies, 
Cloſely to preſs on the inſidious Shore. 


\ 


* Licinius Murena was a Patrician of high rank, one of the Brothers of 
Proculeius, whole fraternal generoſity is celebrated in the Ode to Salluſt, the 
ninth of theſe Paraphraſes. The property of Licinius had been confiſcated for 


having borne arms againſt the ſecond Triumvirate. Upon this confiſcation Pro- 


culeius divided two thirds of that large fortune, with which the Emperor had re- 


 warded his valor and fidelity in the royal cauſe, between Licinius, and his 


adopted Brother, Terentius, whoſe fortunes had ſuffered equal wreck on account 
of the Party he had taken. Horace wrote this Ode ſoon after the affectionate 
bounty of Proculeius had reſtored his Friend to afluence. It breathes a warning 
{pirit towards that turbulent, and ambitious temper, which Horace perceived in 
this young Nobleman, The Poet, however, has uſed great addreſs and delicacy, 
making the reflections not particular but general; and he guards againſt exciting 
the ſoreneſs People feel from reprehenſion for their prevailing fault, by cenſuring 


with equal freedom the oppoſite extreme. That kind caution infinuated in this 


Ode, proved eventually vain, as did alfo the generoſity of the Emperor, who ſoon 
after permitted Licinius to be choſen Augur ;—probably at the interceſſion of his 
Favorite Mæcenas, who had married Terentia, a Daughter of that Houſe, and 
whom Horace calls Licinia in the Ode which is next paraphraſed. Upon the 


election of Licinius to this poſt of honor, truſt, and dignity, we perceive the 
ſpirits of Horace greatly elevated; probably as much from the pleaſure he knew 
Mæcenas would take in the promotion of his Brother-in-law, as from the attach- 
ment himſelf bore to Licinius. A peculiar air of hilarity ſhines out in the Ode 
addreſſed to Telephus, written the evening on which this Licinius, then newly 
; choſen Augur, gave his firſt ſupper to his Friends. The Reader will find it ſome- 


what laviſhly paraphraſed in the courſe of this Selection. By the above Ode the 
Poet ſeems to have feared the ſeditious diſpoſition of Liciniug:—but when be 


TW 1 
To no exceſs diſcerning Spirits lean, 
They feel the blefſi\ gs of the golden mean; 
They will not grovel in the ſqualid cell, 
Nor ſeek in princely domes, with envied pomp, to dwell. 
The pine, that lifts ſo high her ſtately boughs, 
Writhes in the ſtorms, and bends beneath their might, 
Innoxious while the loudeſt tempeſt blows 
O'er trees, that boaſt, a leſs-aſpiring height. 
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As the wild fury of the whirlwind pours, 

With direſt ruin fall the loftieſt towers; 

5 And 't is the mountain's /ummz? that, oblique, 

From the denſe, lurid clouds, the baleful lightnings ſtrike. + 0M 
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A mind well difciplin'd, when Sorrow Tours, 

Not ſullenly excludes Hope's ſmiling rays ; 
Nor, when ſoft Pteaſure boaſts of laſting powers, 

With boundleſs truſt the Promiſer ſurveys. 5 
It is the ſame dread Jove, who thro? the ſky 
Hurls the loud ſtorms, that darken as they fly ; 


— = 


afterwards ſtrung his lyre to notes of triumph for the honors of his Friend, he 
little imagined that Friend would finally ſuffer death for ungratefully conſpiring 
ps the Monarch, who had lo . overlooked his former + 
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6. 5 
And whoſe benignant hand withdraws the gloom, 8 
And ſpreads rekindling light, in all its living bloom. ; 


To-day the Soul perceives a weight of woe 3 

A brighter Morrow ſhall gay thoughts inſpire. 

Does * Phoebus always bend the vengeful bow ? 

Wakes he not often the harmonious lyre ? 

Be thou, when Danger ſ{cowls in every wave, 

Watchful, collected, ſpirited, and brave ; 

But in the ſunny ſky, the flattering gales, 
Contract, with ſteady hand, thy too expanded fails. 


* Epidemic Diſeaſes were, by the Pagans, believed to be the effect of having 
| offended Apollo. The arrows he ſhoots among the Greeks in the firſt Book of 

the Thad, produce the Peſtilence, which follows the rape of his Prieſt's Daugh- 
ter, Chryſeis. When we confider the dependence of the human conſtitution upon 
the temperate, or intemperate influence of the Sun, the avenging bow of 
Phoebus appears an obvious allegory ;—and fince it is in the hours of health 
that the fine Arts are ſought and cultivated, the Sun, under the name of Phoebus, 
Apollo, &c. is with equal propriety of fable, ſuppoſed their Patron, as well as 
the 3 of erimes by the nen of diſeaſes. 


NN : ( 139 ) 5 


*TO MACENAS. 
BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE TWELFTH. 


23 >. 
Mzcenas, I conjure thee ceaſe 


To wake my harp's enamour'd ftrings. 
To tones, that fright recumbent Peace, 
That Pleaſure flies on rapid wings 


* Of that artful caution, which marks the character of Horace, this Ode 
forms a ſtriking inſtance.” He declines the taſk appointed by his Patron, that of 
deſcribing the Italian Wars, becauſe he foreſees that in its execution he muſt either 
difoblige the Emperor, and his Miniſter, by ſpeaking too favorably of their Ene- 
mies, or offend ſome Friends, whom he yet retained amongſt thoſe, who had 
exerted themſelves againſt the Cæſars. Horace endeavours to ſoften the eſſect of 
this non-compliance by a warm panegyric upon Licinia, the betrothed bride of 
Mæcenas. She is in other places called Terentia. Both theſe names have affinity 


to thoſe of her Brothers, Licinius, afterwards Augur, and her adopted Brother, 
Terentius, 


Horace mentions dan the Numantian Wars and thoſe with Hannibal, but 
artfully ſpeaks of thoſe of Brutus, and Caffius, and of the CharaQter of Antony, 
under fabulous denomination, ſufficiently underſtood by Auguſtus, and his 
Miniſter. Dacier juſtly obſerves how eaſy it is to diſcern, that by the Lapithz, 
and Giants, defeated by Hercules on the plains of Theſſaly, the Poet means the 
Armies of Brutus, and Caſſius, defeated by Auguſtus, almoſt in the ſame place, 
at the Battle of Philippi. He concludes alſo that by Hylzus is meant Mark 
Antony, who aſſumed the name of Bacchus, and ruined himſelf by his profligate 
paſſion for Cleopatra. Another Commentator obſerves, that as the Giants, and 
Lapithz, are ſaid to have made the Palace of Saturn ſhake, ſo alſo did Brutus, and 
Caflius, and afterwards Mark Antony, make all Italy tremble, and that it is 
Rome itſelf that Horace would have to be underſtood by the magnificent Palace of 
Saturn. Some Critics ſeek to deſtroy all the common ſenſe, beauty, and cha- 


racter of this Ode, by denying the allegoric interpretation; and alſo by infiſting | 
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636 
And whoſe benignant hand withdraws the gloom, y 
And ſpreads rekindling light, in all its living bloom. 


To- day the Soul perceives a weight of woe ;— 
A brighter Morrow ſhall gay thoughts inſpire. 
Does * Phoebus always bend the vengeful bow? 
Wakes he not often the harmonious lyre? 
Be thou, when Danger ſcowls in every wave, 
Watchful, collected, ſpirited, and brave; 
But in the ſunny ſky, the flattering gales, 
Contract, with ſteady hand, thy too expanded ſails. 


* Epidemic Diſeaſes were, by the Pagans, believed to be the effect of having 


offended Apollo. The arrows he ſhoots among the Greeks in the firſt Book of 


the Thad, produce the Peſtilence, which follows the rape of his Prieſt's Daugh- 
ter, Chryſeis. When we confider the dependence of the human conſtitution upon 


the temperate, or intemperate influence of the Sun, the avenging bow of 


Phcebus appears an obvious allegory ;—and ſince it is in the hours of health 
that the fine Arts are ſought and cultivated, the Sun, under the name of Phoebus, 
Apollo, &c. is with equal propriety of fable, ſuppoſed their- Patron, as well as 
the Avenger of crimes by the infliction of diſeaſes, 
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70 MASCENAS. 


| BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE TWELFTH. 
* | 
Mzcenas, I conjy: ure thee ceaſe 


To wake my harp's enamour'd ſtrings 
To tones, that fri ght recumbent Peace, 
That Pleaſure flies on rapid wings ! 


* Of that artful caution, which marks the character of Horace, this Ode 
forms a ſtriking inſtance.” He declines the taſk appointed by his Patron, that of 
deſcribing the Italian Wars, becauſe he foreſees that in its execution he muſt either 
diſoblige the Emperor, and his Miniſter, by ſpeaking too favorably of their Ene- 
mies, or offend ſome Friends, whom he yet retained amongſt thoſe, who had 
exerted themſelves againſt the Cæſars. Horace endeavours to ſoften the effe& of 
this non-compliance by a warm panegyric upon Licinia, the betrothed bride of 
Mæcenas. She is in other places called Terentia. Both theſe names have affinity 
to thoſe of her TO Licinius, afterwards Augur, and her adopted Brother, 


Terentius, 


Horace mentions N the W Wars, and thoſe with Hannibal, but 
artfully ſpeaks of thoſe of Brutus, and Caſſius, and of the Character of Antony, 
under Fabulous denomination, ſufficiently underſtood by Auguſtus, and his 
Miniſter. Dacier juſtly obſerves how eaſy it is to diſcern, that by the Lapithæ, 
and Giants, defeated by Hercules on the plains of Theſſaly, the Poet means the 
Armies of Brutus, and Caſſius, defeated by Auguſtus, almoſt in the ſame place, 
at the Battle of Philippi. He concludes alſo that by Hylzus is meant Mark 
Antony, who aſſumed the name of Bacchus, and ruined himſelf by his profligate 
paſſion for Cleopatra. Another Commentator obſerves, that as the Giants, and 
Lapithz, are ſaid to have made the Palace of Saturn ſhake, ſo alſo did Brutus, and 
Caflius, and afterwards Mark Antony, make all Italy tremble, and that it is 
Rome itſelf that Horace would have to be underſtood by the magnificent Palace of 
Saturn. Some Critics ſeek to deſtroy all the common ſenſe, beauty, and cha- 
rafter of this Ode, by denying the allegoric interpretation; and alſo by inſiſting 
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in a line of continuation with the Numantian, and Carthaginian Wars; unleſs, 
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Bride of Maæcenas, that it would have been as indiſcreet in him to have admitted 
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( 140 ) 

Slow conqueſt on Numantia's plain, 5 
Or Hannibal, that dauntleſs ſtood, 

Tho? thrice he ſaw Auſonia's main 


Redden with Carthaginian blood E 


The Lapithæ '; remorſeleſ: 5 pride, 
Hylæus' wild inebriate hours; 
The Giants, who the Gods defied, 

And ſhook old Saturn's ſplendid towers ; 


that Licinia was the Poet's own Miſtreſs, and not the miſtreſs of his Patron, Tt 
had been abſurd, and inconceivably unmeaning, if, when he was requeſted to 
fing the triumphs of Auguſtus in the Italian Wars, he ſhould, during the brief 
mention of them, have adverted to old fables, uniting them, not as a fimile, but 


beneath thoſe fables, he ſhadowed forth the Raman Enemies of Auguſtus... 

The idea that Licinia was the Miftreſs of Horace, has ſurely little foundation: 
—for it were ſtrange indeed if he could take pleaſure in deſcribing amorous fami- 
liarities between Mæcenas, and the Perſon with whom himſelf was in love. One 
of theſe Crities alledges, as the reaſon why this Lady could not be the deſtined 


Horace to be a witneſs of his paſſion for Licinia-Verentia, as it would have been 
impertinent in the Poet, to have invaded the privacies of his Patron. It is not 
neceſſary, from this Ode, to conclude that Horace had witneſſed the tender ſcene 
he deſcribes, He might, without any hazard of imputed impertinence, venture 
to paint, from'his imagination, the innocently playful endearments of betrothed 
Lovers. The picture was much more likely to fatter than to diſguſt the gay, and 
gallant Mæcenas. 5535 e 


1 — 


661 
Theſe, dear Mæcenas, vhν˖ſhould'ſt paint. 
Each glory of thy Cæſar's reignn n 


And ſweeter than the Poet's ſtrain ; 1-222116b bn 


Show captive Kings, who from the Sghe-- 3 —_ 


Drag at his wheels their galling chain 
And the pale lip indignant bite 

With mutter'd vengeance, wild and vam. 7 10 
Enraptur'd by Licinia's grace, 

My Muſe would theſe high themes . viel py 
Charm'd that the heart, the form, the face 

Of matchleſs Excellence is thine. 


Ah, happy Friend! for whom an eye, 
Of ſplendid, and reſiſtleſs fire. 

Lays all its pointed arrows by, 7 
For the mild gleams of ſoft defiret | _ 


3 


With what gay ſpirit does the foil! 


8 The Pedant meditsted t: 7015 
What happy archneſs in her ſmile F * 
What pointed meaning in her wit! 
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arms, around the Altar of Diana, on the day of her Feſtival.- _ 


(12) 


Her cheek how pure a crimſon warms, 


»*,.W 


When with the Nymphs, in circling line, 
Bending ſhe twines her ſnowy arms, 
And dances round Diana's ſhrine * ! 


Mzcenas, would*ſt not thou exchange 
The treaſures gorgeous Perſia pours, 

The wealth of Phrygia's fertile range, 
Or warm Arabia's ſpicy ſhores, bf 


For one light ringlet of the hair, 14 
Which ſhades thy ſweet Licinia's face, 
In that dear moment when the Fair. 


In flying from thy fond embrace, 3 


Relenting turns her ſnowy neck, 
To meet thy kiſſes half their way, 
Or when her feign'd reſentments check 


The ardors thy warm lips convey ? 


* The Roman Ladies, according to ancient cuſtom, danced with entwined 


64 
While in her eyes the languid light 
Betrays a yielding wiſh to proves. 
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Amid her coy, yet playful flight. 
The pleaſing force of fervent Love; 
Or when, in gaily-frolic guiſe, cc 
She ſnatches her fair ſelf the kiſs, 
Eben at the inſtant ſhe'denies eter © þ Lid a} bn 
Her Lover the requeſted bliſs.. 50 28 ei 1nd; 
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10 POSTHUMUS. | 
BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE FOURTEENTH. 
Alas! my Poſthumus, the Years | 
Unpauſing glide away; 144 
Nor ſuppliant hands, nor fervent prayers, 
Their fleeting pace delay; 


Nor ſmooth the brow, when furrowing lines deſcend, 
Nor from the ſtoop of Age the faltering Frame defend. 
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Qt 744 ) 
Tine goads us on, relentleſs Sire! 
On to the ſhadowy«Stiape, that ſtands 


Terrific on the funeral pyre, - 
Waving the already kindled POSE? 


Thou canſt not ſlacken this reluctant ſpeed, 


Tho? ſtill on Pluto's ſhrine thy Hecatomb ſhould bleed. 


Beyond the dim Lake's mournful flood, 
That ſkirts the verge of mortal light, 


He chains the Forms, on earth that ſtood 


Proud, and gigantic.in their might ; 
That gloomy Lake, o'er whoſe oblivious tide 


Kings, Conſuls, Pontiffs, | Slaves, in ghaſtly ſilence glide, 


In vain the bleeding field we ſhun, 
In vain the loud and whelming wave; 
And, a auturanal-winds come on, TH : 
And wither d leaves beſtrew the cave, 
Againſt their noxious blaſt, their ſullen roar, 
In vain we pile the heaxth, in vain we cloſe the door. 
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46 
The univerſal lot lite | 
We ſeek the black Cocytus? deem, 
That languid ſtrays thro? dreary plains, 
Where cheerleſs fires. perpetual gleam; . : 
Where the fell Brides their fruitleſs toil demo. 
And Siſyphus uprolls the: nn ſtone. 
ora ost IAV 1b 507 es- At N 
Thy tender wife, thy e [422 end! 1 A 
Soon ſhalt thou quit, at Fate's command 
And of thoſe various trees, that gain 
Their culture from thy foſt'ring hand. 
The Cypreſs only ſhall await thy doom, 
Follow its ſhort-liv'd Lord, and ſhade his lonely tomb | 
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ON HER REFUSING To ADMIT” R$ Vidits. 
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Now had you drank cold Tunais“ wav, 


* 
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Whoſe ſtreams the drear vale ſlowly lave, 


A barbarous Scythian's Bride, ! +! 


$76: 


Yet, Lyce, might you grieve to hear 


That pierce his aching: ſide. ct 
1 
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O liſten to the howling groves, 


That labour o'er your proud alcoves, 
And hear the jarring door C7 
Mark how the ſtar, at eve that roſe, 


Has brightly glaz'd thie fettled fnows, 
While every leaf is hoar ! 


Gay Venus hates this cold diſdain ;— 


Ceaſe then its rigors to maintain, 
That ſprightly joys impede, 
Leſt the ftrain'd cord, with which you bind 


. The freedom of my amorous mind, 


In rapid whirl recede !'/ 
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Your Lover braves the winds feverey 01: 10:l to 


I 


1411. 1 


- £ 
1 ” ” »% # 

£ « 10 f 
* %& 1 & #%.#\ 42 


. 

Born of a jocund'Tuſcan Site; e. 
Did he tranſmit his ardent re 2 dertil Sarl 

That, like Ulyſſes Queen, 26 Hat 
His beauteous Daughter ſtill ſhould prove 
Relentleſs to the ſighs of Love, 

With frozen heart and mien? - 

| Ts FH nr BHT 00 

If nor blue cheek of ſhivering Swain, 
Nor yet his richeſt gifts oben 291 24 

Your ſmile, and ſoft'ning brow ; 
Nor if a faithleſs Huſband's rage 
For a gay Syren of the ſtage, 

And broken nuptial vow ; 


If weak een Fealouſy ſhould prove 

To bend your heart to truer love, 
Yet pity theſe my pains, ED 

O Nymph, than oaks more hard, and fierce | 

As ſnakes, that Afric's thickets pierre, 
Thoſe terrors of the plains! 


When heavy falls the pattering ſhower, | 
And ſtreaming ſpouts their torrents pour 
ow my ſhrinking ae A | At” 1056 N 
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Cups of bright wine, enwreath'd with ſummer flowers, 


When on the morrow, at thy Bard's decree, 


lt was common with the 3 to conſecrate 8 by a ſacrifice, | 
and vinous libations, poured from goblets crowned with flowers. Lively! ima- 
ginations glow over the idea of ſuch a beautiful ceremony. 
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Not always ſhall wild Love command 
Theſe limbs obſequiouſly to ſtand 
Beneath your dropping ſned. 


*TO THE FOUNTAIN Or BLANDUSIA. 


BOOK THE THIRD, ODE THE THIRTEENTH, 


Nymph of the ſtream, whoſe ſource perpetual pours - 
The living waters thro? the ſparkling ſand, 


For rich libation, round thy brink ſhall ſtand, 
A young and ſpotleſs Kid is ſacrificed to thee. 


He, while his brows the primal antlers ſwell, | 
Conſcious of ſtrength, and gay of: heart prepares 
To meet the female, and the foe repel.— 
In vain he wiſhes, and in vain he dares | 
His ardent blood thy pebbly bed ſhall ſtain, 


Till each tranſlucent wave flows crimſon to the plain. 
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In vain ſhall Sirius ſhake his fiery hairs 
O'er thy pure flood, with waving poplars veil'd, 

For thou, when moſt his ſultry influence glares, 
| | Refreſhing ſhade, and cooling draughts ſhalt yield 
| To all the flocks, that thro? the valley ſtray, g ] 
| And to the wearied ſteers, unyok'd at cloſing day. | 
= Now dear to Fame, ſweet Fountain, ſhalt thou flow, C 
E Since to my lyre thoſe breathing ſhades I ſing | 
3 That crown the hollow rock's incumbent brow, | | 
E From which thy ſoft, loquacious waters {yring; [ 
F To vie with ſtreams Aonian be thy pride, : | 
: As thro? Blanduſia s Vale thy filver currents glide ! 
f * 
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his /hen Miſtreſs, incapacitates him for abſtracted themes, which demand a ſerene 


on which they were met. This muſt ſurely be the meaning of Horace in this 


give a wild and unmeaning air to the Odes of Horace, which deſtroys their inte- 


amongſt theſe Paraphraſes. From that to LyD1a, ſo well known, and ſo often 


tranſlated, we learn that he had a beautiful form, and was much admired by the 
Roman Ladies, 


( 150 ) 


* TO TELEPHUS, 


BOOK THE THIRD, ODE THE NINETEENTH. 


The number of the vaniſh'd years 
That mark euch fanious Grecian reign, 
This night, my Telephus, appears 
Thy ſolemn pleaſure to explain; 


At the feaſt, held in honor of Licinius Murena having been choſen Augur, 
Horace endeavours to turn the converſation towards gayer ſubje&s than Grecian 
Chronology, and the Trojan War, upon which his Friend Telephus had been de- 
claiming ; and for this purpoſe ſeems to have compoſed the enſuing Ode at table, 
It concludes with an hint, that the unpleaſant ſtate of the Poet's mind, reſpeRing 


and collected attention, alike inconfiſtent with the amorous diſcontent of the ſecret 
heart, and with the temporary exhilaration of the ſpirits, produced by the occaſion 


Ode, however obſcurely expreſſed. People of ſenſe do not, even in their gayel 
converſation, ſtart from their ſubje& to another of total inconnexion, When 
the latent meaning in the concluding verſes is perſpicuouſly paraphraſed, it accounts 
for the Poet's preference at that period, of trifling to literary ſubjects. Theſe 
flight, and often obſcure alluſions, cloſely, and what is called faithfully tranſlated, 


reſt with the unlearned admirers of Poetry. To give diſtin& ſhape and form to 
theſe- embryo ideas, often capable of * very intereſting form and ſhape, 
is the aim of theſe Paraphraſes. 

Telephus, who was a Greek, appears to have 3 a Vouth of noble birth-- 
being mentioned as ſuch in the Ode to PRYILIs, which will be found farther on 
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Or elſe aſſiduouſly to-dwell, 2 


In conſcious eloquence elate, © 
On thoſe who conquer'd, thoſe who fell 
At ſacred Troy's devoted gate. 


But at whit price the caſk, ſo rare, 


Of luſcious chian may be ours, 


| Who ſhall the tepid baths prepare, 


And who ſhall firew the blooming flowers 


Beneath what roof we next ſalute, 
And when ſhall ſmile theſe gloomy ſkies, 


Thy wondrous eloquence is mute, 


Nor here may graver topics riſe.— 


Fill a bright bumper. to the Moon $4 
She's new !—ayfpicious be her birth ! 
One to the Midnight tt is our noon 
Of jocund thought, and feſtal mirth! 
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( 132 ) 
And one to him, for M l e 140. 
This night are held with poignant * guſt, "Fe 


 Murexa, whom his Rome inveſts 
With ſolemn honors, ſacred truſt 1 5 


Kind omens ſhall his voice convey, | 
That may each riſing care beguilm: 
Propitious fled the Birds to-day ??, 
Will Love be ours, and Fortune ſmile ?—: / 


Arrange the cups of various ſize, 

The leaſt containing bumpers three, 
And nine the reſt Come, no diſguiſe! <A 
Nor yet conſtraint, the choice is free! 


All but the BaRD's—the bowl of nine 
He is, in duty, bound to fill; 

The Muſes number to decline 1 ZE ne 
Were treaſon at Nous hill. 


* The 'T ranſlator was doubtful about uſing that word, till ſhe recolledted it in 
the graveſt of Pope's Poems, 


« Deſtroy all creatures for 5 ſport and . 8 
Then cry, If Man's unhappy God's unjuſt.” “ Es8ay on Max. 


„ 
For here the Siſters ſhall preſide, 
So they allow us leave to laugh; 


Unzon'd the Graces round us glide, 1 
While we the liquid ruby quaff. 


Yet they, in kind and guardian care, 
Dreading leſt wild inebriate glee 

With broils diſturb our light career, 
Would ſtint us to their number, zhree. 


Away ye Prudes I- the caution wiſe 
Becomes not this convivial hour, | £ 

That every dull reſtraint defies, 

: And laughs at all their frigid power,— 


Thou ſay ſt I rave and true thou ſay ſt, 
Nor muſt thou check the flowing vein, _ e 
For ſprightly nonſenſe ſuits him beſt 
Whom grave reflection leads to pain. 


Why mute the pipe's enlivening note? 


Why ſleeps the charming lyre ſo long ? 
O!] ket their ſtrains around us float, 
Mix'd with the ſweet and jocund ſong | 
: | x I * . 8 — 


064 5 
And laviſh be the * ſtrewn h 
Ye flutes, ye lyres, exulting breathe! 


The feſtal Hour diſdains to oẽõn 


The mournful note, the niggard wreath. 


Old Lycon, with the venal Fair, 


Who courts yet hates his vile embrace, 


Our lively ſtrains ſhall muttering hear, 


While Envy pales each ſullen face: 


Tov, with thy dark luxuriant hair, 


Thou, Telephus, as Heſper bright, 


Thou art accompliſh'd Chloe's care, 


Whoſe glance is Love's delicious light. 


Thy utmoſt wiſh the Fair-One crowns, 
And thy calm'd heart may well purſue - 

The paths of knowledge ;—Lyce frowns, 
And I, diſtateful, ſhun their view. 


From themes; that wake the powers of mind, 

The wounded Spirit ſick'ning turns; 

To thoſe be then 2h hour conſign'd, ! 
That Mirth e tho? Wiſdom urn, Ie] 


y * 
>. , 
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They ſhall dim my Lyce's been, : 
The frolic jeſt, the lively ſtrain, 
In flowing bowls, ſhall gaily drawn 
The memory of her cold diſdain. 


TO PHIDYLE. 


EXHORTING HER TO BE CONTENT WITH A FRUGAL SACRIFICE. 


BOOK THE THIRD, ODE THE TWENTY-THIRD. 


My Phidyle, retir'd in ſhady wild, 
If thou thy virgin hands ſhalt ſuppliant raiſe, 
If primal fruits are on thy altars pil'd, 
And incenſe pure thy duteous care conveys, | 
To ſooth the Lares, when the moon adorns, 
With their firſt modeſt light, her taper horns ; 


And if we pierce the throat of infant feine, 
A frugal victim, not the baleful breath 
Of the moiſt South ſhall blaſt our tender vine; 
Nor ſhall the lambs fink in untimely death 
When the unwholeſome gales of Autumn blow, 
And ſhake the ripe fruit from the MG bough. 
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The roſemary and myrtle's ſimple crown 


And, in the pomp of ſlaughter, 7 bid them fall. 


O!] if an innocent hand approach the ſhrine, 


(. 156 ) 
Let ſnowy Algidum's wide vallies feed, 
Beneath their ſtately holme, and ſpreading oak, 


. Or the rich herbage of Albania's mead, 


The Steer, whoſe blood on lofty Shrines ſhall ſmoke 
Red may it ſtain the Prieſts uplifted knife, 
And glut the higher Powers with coſtly life! 


Thou on our houſchold Gods, with decent care 
Art gently placing ; and they will not frown ; ' 
No /tern demand is theirs, that we prepare 


Rich Flocks, and Herds, at Duty's ſolemn call, 


The little votive cake it humbly lays, 
The crackling falt, that makes the altar ſhine, 
 Flung on the cheerful ſacrificial blaze, 
To the mild LAREs ſhall. be grateful. found 
As the proud Steer, with all his garlands crown'd. 
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Not he, O Mus! hee dy auh eyes 
In his primeval hour beheldſd e... 
Shall victor in the Iſthmian Conteſt riſe ; - 


Nor o'er the long-reſounding' field. ooo 


| Impetuous ſteeds his kindling wheels ſhall vo: 


Nor in \ the Capitol, triumphant ſhown, 
The victor-laurel on his brow, 


For Cities ſtorm'd, and vaunting Kings o'erthrown ;— 


But Tibur's ſtreams, that warbling flow, 
And groves of fragrant gloom, reſound his ſtrains, 


- 


Whoſe ſweet Æolian grace high celebration gains. 


* 


Now that his name, her nobleſt Bards amon g. 
Thy imperial City Joudly hals. 


That proud diſtinction guards his ling fog, 518 £19365 


When Envy” 8 carping tongue aſſails; 
In ſullen Glence naw ſhe hears his: IT &þ 11 


Nor ſheds her canker'd ſpots upon his ſpringing bays, 
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o Mus 1 who ruleſt each melodious lay 
That floats along the pilded ſhell; 

Who the mute tenant of the watry way 
Canſt teach, at pleaſure, to excel 

The ſofteſt note harmonious Sorrow brings, 


> . 2 


When the expiring Swan her own ſad requiem ſings, 


Thine be the praiſe, that pointing Romans guide 107 
The Stranger's eye, with proud deſire II 

T hat well he note the Man, whom Crowds decide + 
Should boldly ſtring the Latian lyre.— 

Ah! when I charm, if ſtill to charm be mine, 

Nymph of the warbling ſhell, be all the glory THINE | 
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TO WILLIAM HAYLEY, Esa. 


BOOK THE FOURTH, ODE THE SEVENTH, IMITATED. 


The ſnows diſſolve, the rains no more pollute, 


Green are the ſloping fields, and uplands wide, 


And green the trees Iuxuriant treſſes ſhoot, 


And, in their daiſied banks, the ſhrinking rivers glide. 


, 70 x = 
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Beauty, and Love, the bliſsful change have hail'd, 


While, in ſmooth mazes, o'er the painted mead, 


Aglaia ventures, with her limbs unveil d, ; 
Light thro? the dance each Siſter- Grace to lead. 


But O reflec, that Sport, and Beauty, wing 
Th' unpauſing Hour 1—if Winter, cold and pale, 
Flies from the ſoft, and violet-mantled prinz, 
Summer, with ſultry breath, abſorbs the vernal gale. 


Reflect, that Summer-glories paſs away | 
When mellow Autumn ſhakes her golden. ſheaves ; 
While ſhe, as Winter reaſſumes his ſway, 
Speeds, with diſorder'd veſt; thro? ruſtling leaves. 
But a ſhort ſpace the Moon illumes the flies ;- * 
Yet ſhe repairs her wanings, and- again. 
Silvers the vault of Night ;—but no ſupplies; 
To feed their waſting fires, the lamps of Life obtain.. 
c Aglaia, the eldeſt of the Ga 8 
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Changes the life- warm Being Ah I who knows 


Pile then the ſteaming board, and quaff the rofy wine! 


Illuſtrious HavyLEy in that cruel hour, 


5 Knowledge, or worth, ſhall ſnatch thee from the grave. 


| When our pale Form ſhall! DT vigil bs Yb 
Where CoLLins, AKENSIDE, and SHENSTONE: roam, 
Or quiet with the Deſpot; Jouxson; m_ 7 
In that murk cell, the Body s final home, 


To 1 duſt, and to e is 1 851 


If the next dawn our eye-lids may pervade? 
| Darken'd and ſeal'd, percharice, in _ and-laſt repoſe! 


when vivid Thought's unceaſing force affails, 

It ſhakes, from Life s frail glaſs, the * ſands * 

Their courſe run ute ah! what to us avails ot 01 
Our fame's high note, tho” ſwelling pen 1 N 1% bgog? 


Reflect, that each convivial j joy we ſhare. x 
Amid encircling Friends, with grace ga 240, 
Eſcapes the graſp of our rapacious Heir ;j— 


When o'er thee Fate the ſable flag ſhall wave, 
Not thy keen wit, thy fancy's ſplendid power, 


Not to his Mas ox's grief, from Death's dim plains : , - 


Was honor'd GR Hs departed form reſign d; 

No tears diſſolve the cold Lethean chains, 

That, far from buſy Life, the mortal ſemblance bind. 
Then, for the bright creations of the brain, 

O ! do not thou from health's gay leiſure turn, 

Leſt we, like tuneful Mas ox, ſigh in vain, 

And graſp a timeleſs, tho' a L AUREL'D URXI 


TO LIGURIA. 
. BOOK THE FOURTH, ODE THE TENTH. 
O thou! exulting in the charms, 
Nature, with laviſh bounty, ſhowers, . 
When youth no more thy ſpirit warms, | 
And ſtealing age thy pride alarms, _ 


For fleeting graces, and for waning powers; 


When all the ſhining locks, that now 
Adown thoſe ivory ſhoulders bound. 
With deaden'd colour ſhade Oe?! DN LSD BITE. 
And fall as from th' autumnal bough H 
Leaves, that rude winds have ſcatter d on a the —_ 
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When wrinkles o'er L1G URIA's face 


— * — — — 


Then the chang'd Maid, with ſecret ſhame, 


( 162) 


» X& 
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And on that cheek the tints, that lamm 01%, 
May's orient light and Summer's roſe; O braopord 24; 


f 
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Dim as yon taper's ſullen flame, 1109 of 90% 
Shall, in a duſky'red,' proclaim - tif „and mou a8} 


That not one hue in wonted luſtre glows ; 
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Their daily ſtrengthening furrows lead; 
When faithful mirrors ceaſe to place 219151 
In her charm'd ſight each blooming grace, 


And will no more her heart's proud triumph feed ; 


Shall thus the paſt, and preſent chide; 
O! why, amid the loud acclaim, / | 
That gave my riſing. charms to Fame,. 
Swell d this coy boſom with diſdainful bla gl 


Or why, ſince now the wiſh to yield 
Steals penſive thro? each melting vein. 

The ice diſſolvd, that ſcorn congeald, » of 

And every tender thought reveal d. ur 
. vaniſh'd Br av rx, 1 not un again? 
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| To PHYLZIS. : 
IN yITING HER ro erat, TUL BIRTHDAY or „cis- 


BOOK THE Founrn, oDE THE | EIK ENTH. 
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Sweet Phyllis, Hu TO quiet home, % bn 


For lo! the ides of April come 


** 


0 


Then haſten to my bower ; F 
A caſk of rich Albanian WR 


In nine years mellowneſs; is mine, 


To glad the feſtal hour. 
My garden-herbs, in fragrance warm, 
Our various chaplets wait to form; 
My tender ivies grow, 
That, twining in thy amber hair, 
Add jocund ſpirit to thine air, 
And whiteneſs to thy brow. 
My walls with filver veſſels ſhine';'\ + 
Chaſte vervain decks the modeſt ſhrine, / 


That longs with crimſon Nains 


q 0 ſee its foliage ſprinkled ober, W le 


When the devoted Lamb W pour 
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Houſe. 


in this Collection. 


14 
The houſehold Girls, and menial Boy, 


From room to room alſo: fly. ö 
And buſy hands extend; | 
Our numerous fires are quivering bri ght, 
And, rolling from their pointed Height, 'T 19998 
The duſky wrektheaſdenad'®, . 


Convivial rites, in myſtic Nate, * 
Thou, lovel ly Nymph, ſhalt celebrate, 
And give the day to mifth 
That this F Love-choſen month divides ; * 
Since honor'd roſe its _—_ N * 
By dear Mæcenas' birth. 


O] not to me my natal ſtar 
So ſacred ſeems then, Nymph, © Prone: 
To grace its ſmiling dawn! 
A wealthier Maid, in pleaſing chains, 
Illuſtrious + Telephus detains, 
From humble THERE withdrawn. 


* The Romans made fires in the middle of their rooms, with an hole in th 
ceiling, to let out the ſmoke, "which is deſcribed as rolling to the top of the 


; The feaſt of Venus was kad by "the Winans in Apen. 
r It is agreed that this is the ſame young Nobleman, to whom the Ode 
addreſſed, on Licinius being W Augur, and whach has been 8 


{ 16s » 1 e N 
When Pride would daring hopes create, 
: Of Phaeton x recall the 1 fate WL... | 
> Conſum' di in his career! 3 \ 
: Let raſh Bellerophon, who tried 
; The fiery Pegaſus to guide, | 
: Awake thy prudent fear! 
Z Thus warn'd, thy better intereſt: know; 
And ceaſe thoſe charming eyes to throve - 
On Youths of high degree! i 4 
Come then, of all my Loves the laſt,t 
For, every other paſſion paſt. . 
I only burn for thee} | 216} | 
Come, and with tuneful voice rehearſe 
The meaſures of thy Poet's verſe 
And charm the liſt ning Throng! 
Believe me, Faireſt, all our cares | 
Will ſoſten-at the melting airs ; 
That deck the Iyric ſong. p 
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Thrice A he, whoſe liſe reſtores q * 7 
The pleaſures pure of early times; e 
That ne'er, with anxious heart, explores 
T be ru gged heights Amhition elimbs n 
. Exempt from all the din;::the toil, the care, 10 
That Cities for their buſy Sons prepare 


$ 1 


Fati gue, beneath the name of) pleaſure, 971372 8 1 04 


Contentious law, uſurious treaſur e,, 


A tedious mean attendance on the Great, 


And emulation vain of l and ſtate. 


. F G q 17 1 '} — 


* % 


* The Reader will remember, thas i in the courſe of t theſe Pargphrales the defign 
has been avowed of firetching the pictures of Horace 1 upon a wider canvaſs, of 
filling up what are fo often mere outlines. If learned eyes ever glance over this 
Ode, it-is hoped they will not Frawn upon the many. circumſtances and reflection 
which have been added, upon a preſumption, induced by the pleaſing nature of 
the ſubject, ſince the Roman cuſtoms, and manners are. Preſeryed with fidelity, 
Thoſe cuſtoms and manners, reſulting from. their feſtal, gay, and pictureſque 
Religion, cannot furely be preſented without proving intereſting. Yet, to create this 


in Horace, if the Paraphraſer may be allowed to judge of the poetic feelings of 
others by her own. It was doubtleſs ſufficient for his contemporary Readers, and 
for thoſe of ſome ſucceeding Generations, that he ſlightly alluded to events and 
ceremonies, which were familiar to their. recollection. In our day more precibon 


167) 


11. 
Not his ſound and balmy ſleep of i bel i dr 
The trumpet's martial warning breaks 157 . 7 00 
Nor the loud billows of the angry Dee 
When thro' the ſtraining cords the Tempeſt lixicks- 21 
But the Morning's chotal lay, nodes bas 
| Chanted/wild-from: every: ſpray: III Iain ooomitHerrinT 


42 . * 


Swift at the ſummons flies the wilder d dream, 
And up he ſprings ae the orient beam. 


Vers. 17 701. FE Te v 4 7 
is demanded, at leaſt by thoſe wh have poetic taſte without | e of the 
dead languages, or intimaey wich the national and domeſtie cuſtoms of that 
Time, and of that People. Alſo, to ſtrengthen this neceſſary intereſt in the 
mind of the Reader, 1 it muſt, be eligible to infuſe a more liberal portion of thoſe 
ſentiments; and ideas, which Ae to the Heart in PA Age, and ,; in every 
Climate. 

To Scholars the D ſs of the Latin tones and meaſures; and the 
elegance with which Horace knew to ſele&, and to regulate them, recompenſe the 
obſcurity which is ſo- frequent in his alluſions, and in the violence of his tranſi- 
tions from one. ſubje&. to another, between which the line of connexion is with 
difficulty traced. _ What is called Aa faithful tranſlation of theſe Odes cannot, 
therefore, be intereſting to unlearned Loyers of Verſe, how alive ſoever they may 
be to poetic Beauty. A. literal tranſlation 1 in the plaineſt proſe, 85 always ſhew - 
the preciſe quantity of real poetic matter, contained in any Pr uction, inde- 
pendent of the muſic; of its intonation, and numbers, and the elegance of its 
ſtyle.— The proſe tranſlations. of Horace' Odes evince that their merit does not 
confiſt in the, plenitude of poetic matter; or eſſence, conſtituted, by . 
of ſtartling intereſt, by exalted ſentiment, impaſſioned complaint, or appeal 
diſtin and living imagery, happy, appoſite alluſion, and fublime metaphor ; b ; but 
in certain elegant verbal felicities and general charm of ſtyle, produced by the 
force and Iweetneſs of the Latin Language, fabſervient to the fine ear, the lively 
and exquiſite taſte” of Horace: +Theſei: are the graces Which we. find. ſo apt to 
cvaporate in Tranſlation, while genuine rokrie MATTKRg.a8 defined above, is 
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cloſe and faithful a Tranſlator, who has judgment, may venture to render his 
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A ſtriking likeneſs of à face, i in which there is no predominant feature, and the 
Poet can only make his 1 image, or deſeription, diſtinct, animated, and foreible, 
by bringing forward ſome characteriſtic trait of the x ER. 1 is LOT 
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.( 68 ) 
| n T. 
The vine-clad hill he lightly ſcales, 
Where * tall the frequent poplars riſe, CI SOT 
From branch to branch aſſiduous traills | 
The pendent cluſters rich ſupplie s 
And cautious prunes the weak, the uſeleſs ſhoot, N 
Engrafting healthier boughs, that 5 ö 
Then his arms ſerenely folding, | 2 11 
And the ſmiling ſcene beholding;-/-/ £20 11Gt i qu ba- 
Marks, as the fertile valley winds away, 


His Flocks and lowing Herds, in ample numbers fray 


* 


capable of beg transfuſed into any other Lang üsge without loſing a pant of 
its excellence, provided the Chemiſt, who undertakes the operation, has genius 
and ſkill, The more this pogTIC MATTER in an Author abounds, the more 


verfion—but to transfuſe merely verbal felicities into another Language is an at- 
tempt ſcarcely leſs fruitleſs than to claſp the Rainbow. A kindred nothingneſs, as 
to poetic value, enſues, There is, however, a conſiderable, though not abounding 
quantity of poetic matter, or effence in Horace; but it bears no proportion to the 
profuſion | of thoſe evaneſcent glories, which Wil not bear the graſp of another 
Language. To give that eſſence in increaſed quantity, and in the freedom of 
unimitative numbers, is attempted in this ſelection. Dryden and Pope tranſlated 
upon that plan, and hence their Paraphraſes have the ſpirit of original Poems. 
Exe this note cloſes, its Author deſires to obſerve, that Painters eannot take 


When 


* Dacier dbferves that Vines eee on'the dure rees + produc Wins of 
the moſt exquiſite flavor, | 5 
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(19) 
Then to the warm bank below, r 
Yellow with the morning-ray, 

And ſees his ſhelter'd hives in even row, 

And hears their hum mix with the linnet's lay. 
Recent from the cryſtal ſprings 
Many a veſſel pure he brings, 

In them, from all the waxen cells to drain 


The fragrant eſſence rich of flow 'ry dale and plain. 


. pans n 1 5 
On the river's ſhady fide 
White his gather'd flock appears, 
And, plung'd into the flaſhing tide, 


Their curl'd and ſnowy fleece he ſhears ; 


When Horace ſays in this Ode, „ How pleaſing is it to ſee the well-fed ſheep 
Ws © haſtening home,“ the obſervation is not pictureſque, and therefore does not 
ſtrongly impreſs the Imagination; but when he adds“ to ſee the weary Oxen 
« dragging, with languid neck, the inverted Ploughſhare,” he gives perhaps the moſt 
poetic feature in this Ode. Had he only ſaid, “ to fee the Oxen returning 
* from their labor, his Oxen had been as much without character as his Sheep, 
and the ſentence muſt have paſſed unimpreſſive over the mind of the Reader. 
It is the words - dragging, with languid neck, the inverted ploughſhare, that 
makes the ſentence Poetry, and empowers it to arreſt and charm the fancy. 
Had Horace always written thus, undeviating fidelity had been the beſt aim of hig 


Tranſlator, and the fure way of rendering him delightful in every Language. 


* 
* 
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But when, *mid laughing fields diffuſive ſpread, 
Majeſtic Autumn rears her placid head, 
Wreath'd with wheaten garlands yellow, 
Bearing various fruitage mellow, 
How gladly from the trees, that loaded ſtand, 
Shakes he the ripen'd pears, engrafted by his hand; 


I 
Or his ſwelling grapes, that vie 
With the fleece of Tyrian ſtain } 
Such precious gifts his grateful cares ſupply 
To thee, Protector of his wide domain | 
Bounteous Sylvanus and to thee, $442 00S 
The garden's watchful Deity ; 4] Oat e eee rake 
Beneath your favoring power he little cares 
Who wields the Lictor's rod, or who the faſces bears. 


1. 


In ſultry noon's oppreſſive ray, 


Beneath the holme, of ample ſhade, 


His liftleſs limbs he loves to lay 


On herbage, matted in the glade ; ; bs 
_ Hears down the ſteeps the white rills daſhing play, 250 
Tin under he long graſs * pur away; 


3 
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” ( 171 ) 
While, on wing of ſwift vibration, 
Murmuring range the honied nation, 
And the ſweet ſtock- dove, the thick boughs among, 
His dewy ſlumber courts with her n . 
= eee Bert e e nondord dT 
Loud when wide winds ariſe, 1 758 
And the feeble race appal, 
| While o'er the earth, from dim and chicken d ge 
The flaky ſnows in white profuſion fall, 
Then the ſylvan chaſe he ſecks;— 
Lo! furious from the thicket breaks 
The gnaſhing Boar !—Flies he, or ſtands at bay, 
Into the circling toils the ſtaunch dogs drive the prey. 


ide 
When thro” the clear, and ſparkling air, 
Fleet the pointed darts of froſt, 
The filmy nets, now here, now there, 
For thieviſh birds, are lightly toſs d; 
Or, plac'd with filent heed, che wily ſnares,” 
To lure the ſtranger-cranes, and timid. hays, = 
Rich viands they, whoſe pleaſing flayor » 
Crown his board,” reward His labor. 
3 


Should an endearing faithful Miſe be ſeen, 
With the warm light of love ſhe chaſes gloomy ſpleen, 


Ere ill propenſion thrive, and ripen into crimes. 


— 


Cn) 


In thoſe convivial hours the Heart forgets 


Its vain tumultuous hopes, and all its fond regrets,” 


Theſe the pleaſures unalloy'd, 

That brighten oft the rural ſcene ; 
But, if yet dearer joys ſupply the void, 
That, even there, will ſometimes intervene 
When days are cold, and nights are long, 

And buſineſs goes a little wrong, 


J. N 
As the Sabine Matron chaſte, 

Active as th' Apulian Wife, 

See ſhe aſſumes, with cheerful haſte, 

The pleaſing cares of wedded life; 5 
Draws the clean veſtment o'er the little limbs, 
And, when the tearful eye of paſſion ſwims, 

With mild authority commanding, 

Repreſſing ill, and good expanding, 


Anxious ſhe weeds the infant heart betimes, 


A 


% 
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Duſky grows the winter- eve, 


In hurdled cotes the flocks are penn'd ; 
Her veſſels pure the frothing milk receive, 
As from ſwell'd udders its full ſtreams deſcend. 
Bri ght the crackling faggots blaze, 
While ſhe ſtrains the eager gaze, 
O'er the dim vale to ſee her Huſband come, 
With tir'd, yet willing ſtep, to his warm, happy home. 


Her beating heart, and gladden'd eyes 
Perceive him ope the wicker gate; 
And ſwift her buſy hand ſupplies 
The flowing bowl, the ſteaming plate; 
Her ſparkling wine from their on vintage preſs'd, 
From their own ſtores her grateful viand dreſs d; 
Leſs welcome far the proud collation, 
Cull'd with painful preparation, | 
When earth, and air, and ſeas, have been explor'd 
For thoſe expenſive meats, that pile the Conſul's board. 


— 


(174) 
| II. 
Not the ſhell-fiſh, pampering food! 
Of Lucrine's azure lake the boaſt ; 
Nor luſcious product of the eaſtern flood, 
Driven by the ſtormy winds upon our coaſt ; 
Nor coſtly birds, that hither rove 


— 


Natives of Ionian grove, 
Can with more poignant zeſt his ſenſes meet 
Than the love-kneaded cates of this unpurechas'd treat. 


I, 
* To his border's guardian Power 
When he ſpreads the vernal feaſt, 
Then bleeds the kid, in lucky hour, 
From the hungry wolf releas'd F ; 
Then round the primal larab's fweet fleſh is ſeen 
The criſp falubrious herbage of the green ; 
And, from loaded boughs deſcending, 
Unctuous olives richly blending ;— 
Theſe form the dainties of his feſtal day, 
When every heart expands, and every face i is gay. 


* The feaſt of Terminus, one of the rural Gods, was held on the firſt of Fe- 
bruary, at which time, in thoſe warm climates, the ſpring is very forward. 


+ The Romans fancied that the ſtruggle and terror of a kid on Doug: ſeized by 
the Wolf, made its fleſh more tender, 


Te 4 Wn 3 
II. 
Circled by a jocund train, 
With j Joy the new-ſhorn Flock he hears 
Come bleating homeward o'er the ruſſet plain: 
While ſlow, with languid neck, the weary Steers 
Th' inverted ploughſhare drag along, 
Mindleſs of the Shepherd's ſong ; 2 
Then, round his ſmiling Houſehold- Gods, ſurveys 
A numerous, menial Group, the proof of proſperous days. 


E 

T was thus, amidſt his ill-got wealth, 

The Roman Uſurer juſtly thought, 
Reſolv'd to purchaſe peace and health, : 

And live, at length, as Nature mags. | 
No more with ſubtle avarice to lend, 
Oppreſſive foe beneath the name of friend l 

Now graſping views, for once, rejected, 
He as * Ides his ſums collected, 
But on the + Calends, lo] with anxious pain, e 
On the ſame intereſt vaſt, he ſends them forth again. 


Jes, the middle of a month. 
+ Calends, the beginning of the next mont. 


Cloſe as round oaks the claſping ivies wind, 


Swore, While the gaunt wolf ſhall infeſt the lea, 
And red Orion vex the wintry ſea, 


(ws) 
5 II. 
Thus can luſt of gold controul, 
Tho? the Heart urge a wiſer choice, 
By force of habit lord it o'er the Soul, 
And ſtifle een Conviction's powerful voice, 
See, with ſighs the Miſer yield 
The promis'd joys of wood, and field; 
Againſt experienc'd diſappointment, try tut}: 
With Gold to purchaſe that, which Gold can never buy! 


TO NEAERA. 


BOOK THE FIFTH, EPODE THE FIFTEENTH. 


*T was night—the moon, upon her ſapphire throne, 
High o'er the waning ſtars ſerenely ſhone, 

When thou, falſe Nymph, determin'd to prophane 
Them, and each Power that rules the earth, and main, 


As thy loft, ſnowy arms about me twin'd, 


While gales ſhall fan Apollo's floating locks, 
That ſhed their golden light o'er hills and rocks, 
So long thy breaſt ſhould burn with pureſt fires, 
With mutual hopes, and with unchang'd defires. 


Perjur'd Neazra! thou ſhalt one day prove 
The worth, the vengeance of my fli ghted love; 
For Ol if Manhood ſteels, if Honor warins, 
Horace ſhall fly, ſhall ſcorn thy faithleſs charms ; 
Seek ſome bright Maid, whoſe ſoul for him ſhall glow, 


Nor art, nor pride, nor wandering wiſhes know. 


Then ſhould thou languiſh, ſigh, arid weep once more, 
And with new vows his injur'd heart implore, 
Nor ſighs, nor vows, nor tears ſhall he regard 
Cold as the ſnow and as the marble hard. 


And Thou, triumphant Youth, ſo gay, fo vain, 
Proud of my fate, exulting in my pain, 
Tho? on thy hills the plenteohis Herd ſhould feed,” 
And rich Pactolus roll along thy mead; 
For thee tho? Science ope the varied More, 
And Beauty on es form its graces Pour, 2h 


- A A 


(18) 


Ere long ſhalt thou, while wrongs like theſe degrade, 
: Droop with my woes, and with my rage upbraid ; 

See on a Rival's brow thy garlands worn, 

And, with her falſchood, bear my jocund ſcorn. 


CC ————— 


TO THE ROMAN PEOPLE, 
ON THEIR RENEWING THE CIVIL WARS. 


BOOK THE FIFTH, ODE THE SEVENTH. | 
Where do ye ruſh, ye impious Trains, 
Why gleams afar the late-ſheath'd ſword 2 
Is it believ'd that Roman veins 
Their crimſon tides have ſparely pour d? 
Is not our ſcorn of ſafety, health, and eaſe, 
Shewn by devaſted climes, and blood-ſtain'd ſeas 2 
3 | © 8 . le 1 
Thoſe ſcowling brows, thoſe lifted ſpears, 
Bend they againſt the threPning towers 
Proud C arthage emulouſl rears ? 
Or Britain's till unconquer d ſhores? 
That her fierce Sons, yet free from hoſtile ſway, | 
May paſs in chains along our SackgD Way? 


e 
No l- but that warring-Parthia's curſe 
May quickly blaſt theſe far-famed Walls ; 
Accompliſb d when, with direful force, 
By her _ ſtrength the City falls ; 
When Foes no more her might reſiſtleſs feel, 
But Roman boſoms bleed by Roman ſteel. 


O! worſe than Wolves, or Lions fierce, % 
Who 98 er, like you, aſſault their kind! 5 

By what wild phrenzy would ye pieroe 5 
Each other's breaſt in fury blind ?— 

Silent, and pale ye ſtand, with conſcious ſighs, 


Yaur ſtruck ſoul louring in your down-caſt eyes ! 


The blood our rifing walls that ſtain'd, 
Shed by the * ruthleſs Fratricide, : 
High Heaveh's avenging power ordain d 
Should ſpread the rage of diſcord wide, 
Bid kindred Blood in dread profuſion flow 
Thro' darken'd years of expiatory woe. 


* Romulus, who killed his Brother Remus , for ridiculing his Wall by leaping 


ver it. 


FINIS. 
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